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Ta DOWNTOWN 


A NATURAL HISTORY OF 
HARMON PLACE 


It seems like only yesterday that Harmon Place was igneous 
rock, monocotyledons, and dinosaur dung. But as the 
millennia came and went, and the various conflagrations 
smoldered, the earth became rich in rubber, chrome and used 
car lots. The early Indians of the area held these nomadic 
herds of used cars sacred, and gave them ancient, ancestral 
names like Pontiac, Cherokee, and Comanche. 

Then the white man came, and monumental names like 
Bill Boyer Ford and Don Peterson’s Downtown Chevytown 
towered over Harmon Place. Goodyear, Uniroyal, Firestone, 
and Anderson-Crane dealers lined both sides of the street like 
a four-block long patch of laid rubber. Harmon Place had 
become the automotive capitol of the Upper Midwest. 

But as America moved to the suburbs, so did the car 
dealerships. Today, all that remains of the once mighty 
automotive empire are vacant display rooms, empty 
buildings with parking on the roof, and Walker Auto 


Supply. 


TRANSUBSTANTIATION 


The Kenosha Apartments, a four-story brick building 
constructed in 1894, is located on the corner of Twelfth and 
Harmon Place. I live on the second floor. My older brother 
lives in Kenosha, Wisconsin, although I don’t think there’s 
any connection, unless synchronistically, in the Jungian 
sense. Across Twelfth Street is the Walker Auto Warehouse, 
and some six blocks away, across from Loring Park, is the 
Walker Art Center. Now, here is a connection — perhaps not 
strictly speaking in the Kantian sense of a necessary, or even 
a contingent one, but a connection, none the less — 
suggested by the billboard for Gabriel Shock Absorbers 
which is affixed to the side of the Walker Auto Warehouse. 
The billboard is the primary view from my living room 
window, and renders in red, white, and blue the Strider, the 
Red Rider, and the Hijacker — Gabriel’s three top-of-the- 
line shock absorbers. 
“GABRIEL — THE SHOCKING DIFFERENCE.” 

As I peer through the dusty film on the windowpane, I 
hope to catch a glimpse of the billboard becoming pop art 
right before my very eyes. 


URBAN HOMESTEADING OR, 
HOW THE KITCHEN WAS 
WON 


“Like to build a sleeping loft, have an interior brick wall, 
sanded hardwood floors, view of the downtown skyline?”’ 
was the advertisement in the Sunday Want Ad section that 
aroused my curiosity about the possibility of renting an 
apartment on Harmon Place. The thought of living 
“downtown” was enticing in a sort of Heideggerian sense of 
“transcending into life.’”’ Since I had never been able to save 
enough money to move to British Columbia, it also 
appealed to my fantasies about being a modern pioneer — 
even though this would be more in the line of urban 
homesteading. And, speaking of Heidegger, like the 
contradictoriness of an existential truth, urban apartment 
remodeling was, I found, both a lot of fun and a royal pain in 
the ass. 

The apartment in which I was particularly interested 
was aone bedroom for one hundred thirty-five dollars. It had 
a large living room painted light blue, a dining room 
painted light green, a yellow vestibule, orange kitchen, pink 
bathroom, and a bedroom with sheets of burlap pasted on 
the wall. Viewed from the doorway, the apartment had a 
prismatic effect potent enough to induce vertigo. I wondered 


why the molding hadn’t been painted flat black to set off the 
colors a bit. 

According to rumor, a family of eight had been the 
former tenants and had lived for two years out of unpacked 
boxes. These boxes had been stacked along the walls in 
warehouse fashion, with aisles leading from one room to 
another. Chairs were placed at strategic locations, to reach 
second or third story boxes. 

I suppose that’s as good arationale as any: Why unpack 
when you’ll just be moving again in a year or two anyway? 

I was struck by the peculiarity of another architectural 
feature, too, namely the window on the wall that separated 
(or perhaps I should say joined) the kitchen and the 
bathroom. That’s exactly what I said, ‘““What a weird place 
for a window!” We're probably all a little voyeuristic by 
nature, but this was really indecent. And I refuse to believe it 
was placed there for ventilation purposes. About the only 
sense I could make of it at all was by way of asort of Freudian 
psycho-alimentary metaphor. I had once seen a play, written 
by a local dramatic group, in which bathroom fixtures did 
have definite cosmological overtones. Hot and cold running 
Yin and Yang, and I believe the toilet bowl was the great 
Tao—“‘that which receives everything and rejects nothing.”’ 
I tried to find a large, reasonably priced sheet of 
semipermeable membrane to cover the strange aperture, but 
had to settle for three-eights inch sheetrock. 

The kitchen was likea hopelessly incurable psychosis. I 
caught myself sneaking up to the entry and peering around 
the corner, fearing that a ninety-pound silverfish might be 
hiding in the deep shadows. Prowling around your own 
kitchen with a flashlight may seem slightly absurd, but as 
there were no windows and the light (wherever it was) was 
burned out, it seemed an intelligent solution — especially 
for anyone who has the slightest doubt about being 
protected by a guardian angel. Besides, I had seen those 


- programs on Twilight Zone where somebody accidentally 
leans against the wrong wall and gets sucked up into the 
void. 

Having replaced the light bulb and figuring all is safe 
when the lights are on, I took hold of a loose corner of . 
contact paper just above the oven. Praying that it wasn’t 
infectious, I tore it from the wall in one panicky motion. 
You wouldn’t have believed it. I mean the greasy filth was 
like someone had fried up two whole pounds of bacon and 
put the grease in a bow], then cleaned out the toaster, stirring 
in six year’s worth of crumbs, stood about a foot away and 
slowly poured the mixture down the side of the wall. Dead 
cockroaches, ants, slugs, and an occasional fly, still 
shuddering in death’s agony, seasoned it and gave it the 
appearance of something from the Book of Revelations. 

I was seriously considering boarding up the entry to the 
kitchen — like those rooms in old mansions that have 
remained locked for more than a hundred years — but I 
decided instead to enter herein wearing rubber gloves, a face 
mask and a crucifix, thus exorcising the chamber of horrors 
once and for all. 

Meanwhile, I would eat my meals out. 


STALKING THE WILD 
CHEESEBURGER 


Harmon Place has no dark forests or grassy hillsides on 
which one may spread a tablecloth to picnic on fruits, 
cheese, French bread, and white wine. Some blocks away, 
however, one will find a Burger King and a shortcut to it 
through the back alleys. 

The street transients often have their picnics in these 
back alleys, toasting life with a pint of Thunderbird 
wrapped in a brown paper bag. I have seen more than one of 
these nomadic winetasters talk affectionately to the parking 
meters, just as one might talk to the pines of the deep forest 
or to the willows alongside sandy streams. In the spring, 
they sleep in the tarred parking lot behind the H. A. Holden 
building, under Harmon’s starless skies. In the winter, some 
find a dark corner in the stairwell of my apartment building. 
The real nature-lovers wrap themselves in cardboard and 
wedge their bodies between the two-foot space of 
neighboring buildings. Some die from exposure or 
pneumonia, most from the Thunderbird. 

“Blacky,” the local sociopath, crosses Harmon Place 
daily while making his rounds. He’s usually peddling hot 
merchandise or lids of oregano (maybe it’s Minnesota 


Green). At one time or another, he’s tried to sell me a tape 
deck that he ripped off from somebody’s car, a suede coat 
that he was convinced was just my size, and an expensive 
Japanese camera. If other locals hit me up for drinking 
money, I usually give it to them, not to support their 
addiction, but rather to reinforce their honesty. I’m sure they 
don’t understand that, but I really hate those guys who come 
on with the “Hey, Brother, I need some busfare to get across 
town to pick up my paycheck to send to my sick mother’ 
bullshit. If a bum says, “Buddy, can you help me out? — I 
need a drink real bad,” I give him the money. 

One evening, while tracking down a double-meat 
cheese whopper hold-the-tomato, light onion, I was stopped 
by a tall man ina heavy storm coat. He startled me, standing 
there in the alley looking like a big green pine tree in the 
oversized coat. (The coat was his home). But no, he wasn’t a 
pine tree in the alley. He wanted me to “borrow” him fifteen 
cents for a cupacoffee. I stopped and said I was going to 
Burger King, and that I would lend him the change if he 
wanted to borrow it, making a futile attempt to uphold the 
rules of grammar, even if it were only an alley off Harmon 
Place. He told me that I was a gentleman and a scholar. 

At the Burger King, I ordered my pine tree friend his 
cupacoffee, and the cheeseburger “‘my way.’ Our waitress 
looked about fourteen, slightly anemic, and so skinny I had 
my doubts that she could even carry a Whopper. I paid for 
the order, received my change, and watched the meat patties 
bounce down the conveyor belt toward the five-inch 
diameter buns. 

I waited. Five minutes went by — a long time when it’s 
supposed to be fast food. The kids on the hamburger line 
were laughing and clowning around, and even our waitress 
seemed to be getting a little perturbed. I assumed the 
manager was out. Seven minutes, and still no goods. 

Finally the waitress came over again and asked me in 


her frail, dreamy voice, ““What did you order again, sir?” 

‘““A double-meat cheese Whopper no-tomatoes, light- 
onion, a milk, and a coffee.” 

“Sorry you ve had to wait, I don’t know what those guys 
are doing back there. I’ll be right back.’’ The waitress 
disappeared through the Keep Out doors that led to the 
hamburgers. 

My friend in the green storm coat seemed quite calm as 
he picked dried pieces of snuff from his lapel. He was used to 
waiting. 

Then a voice that I never in a million years would have 
credited to our frail little waitress, yet it was her’s, all right, 
boomed out of the back room: “‘Will you guys get your SHIT 
TOGETHER and get those orders out here?! These people 
have been waiting for ten minutes now!”’ 

My Whopper tasted even better because of the delay, and 
my pine tree friend thanked me again and again, assuring 
me once more that I was a gentleman and a scholar. He 
headed back out into the streets to drink his coffee. 


WATER ON THE BRAIN 


At one-thirty on a Tuesday in June, the water in my 
apartment on Harmon Place was turned off again, making it 
about the twentieth-some time in a year that the 
management had disconnected it without prior notice. 
When I turned the cold water tap on to reconstitute my soup 
concentrate, the faucet merely hissed at me. 

“Damn you!”’ I hissed back irreverantly, taking the 
matter very personally and slapping the stainless steel 
fixture with my open palm. 

Some time later, after a short nap, I awoke and went into 
the bathroom to splash some water on my face and wash my 
eyes. Both taps in my bathroom sink havea small “C”’ on the 
knob, but hot water comes out of the one on the left anyway 
— I should say it does normally. (To me, this is evidence 
against theories of linguistic determinism, especially the so- 
called strong form of the Whorfian hypothesis.) Well, today 
all that came out of the hot water tap with the “‘C”’ on it was 
another hissing sound not unlike a feebly repressed fart. I 
just stood there with my hands cupped below the faucet and 
sighed, ‘“‘Shee-yit!”’ 

I guess I really didn’t believe that the water was off, 


because about ten minutes later I thought, well, if I can’t 
wash my face, at least I can brush my teeth and boil some 
water for tea. Then I thought, I know, I'll water the plants 
while I’m waiting for the water to come back on. Finally, 
after a further series of learning experiences I grabbed a 
tablet that I use for my grocery list, flipped to the back page, 
and tried to think of other days when the water had been 
turned off without prior notice. Of course I could remember 
plenty of times, but not any specific dates, so I entered 
today’s date and pledged to keep a meticulous record of all 
future droughts — if for no other reason than to nurture my 
resentment. 

I was about to go down to the caretaker’s office and 
inquire just when, in fact, the fucking water would be back 
on, when I thought I might as well check one more time. Of 
course you’re way ahead of me, aren’t you? 
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SPRING ON HARMON PLACE 


Today I took a walk on Harmon Place to behold the beauty 
of the first few days of spring. Daffodils and narcissi, 
nasturtiums and rhododendrons, sweet peas and petunias 
all pushed themselves from the damp ground and into the 
sunlight somewhere, but not on Harmon Place. Here, 
spring and winter are actually quite indistinguishable — 
except, of course, to the trained eye. The first real signs of 
warm weather are the winos passed out in Loring Park and 
the used condoms in the Community College parking lot. 
Trees in the park sport dazzling orange stripes; not a sign of 
spring, however, but of Dutch elm disease. Young children 
laugh with glee as they drop large rocks into the goldfish 
pond, while the others on bicycles aim for the tame squirrels 
by the park benches. 

The hookers also have shed their winter coats and 
parade their sassy young bodies in flashing purples and 
canary yellow dresses. Their hair is orange or lap-dog 
brown. From my window! can hear the soft jingling of coins 
in their underwear. 

Things like soybeans, corn, and turnips don’t seem to 
grow very well on Harmon Place. It’s not for lack of rain, for 


1] 


it does rain and often rains hard, but rather because the soil is 
so inaccessible. Anyone intending to do any serious farming 
on Harmon Place needs to supplement his hoe and spade 
with a jackhammer. There’s also a lot of social pressure 
against those who would sledgehammer through the 
sidewalks or tear up the asphalt to sow their spring seeds. 

Russian immigrants to Harmon Place have a difficult 
time adjusting to life on a land where either buildings or 
pavement cover all of the soil. More than once have I seen 
them congregating on the street below the Gabriel Shock 
Absorber sign shouting protests and espousing the wisdom 
of Dostoevski: 

“One has to grow on the soil where the corn and trees 
are growing... and from which the whole order, freedom, 
life, honor, the family, the children, the church — in one 
word, everything of value — comes.’’* 


* William Hubben, Dostoevsky, Kierkegaard, Nietzsche, and K afka, Collier Books, 
New York, 1974, p. 75. 
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RESUME 


Probably, I should say a little bit about myself at this point. 
On exiting the womb, a feat accomplished simultaneously 
with entering the world, I was placed on a sheet of clear 
plexiglass, known to child psychologists as Gibson’s visual 
cliff, and there tested for depth perception. Needless to say, 
this was all rather traumatic, and ever since I have suffered 
from severe acrophobia. It did however add depth to my 
character. 

Quite amazingly, I learned how to walk and talk, and 
later, begrudgingly, submitted to wiping my own ass. In no 
time at all I was feeding myself with a fork, tying my own . 
shoes, and brushing my own teeth. Then came the alphabet, 
numbers, colors, days, capitals, months, and animals. 

Prerequisites mastered, I moved on to reading, writing, 
adding, subtracting, and time-telling. Pretty soon I was 
riding a tricycle, using scissors and compass, plugging and 
unplugging electrical cords, using the phone, and changing 
the channels on TV. By about second grade, I could 
remember my phone number (a piece of learning that has 
since been extinguished.) Please and thank you came out of 
my mouth as easily as ducks take to water, like water off a 
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duck’s back, and faster than you can say, “Duck, duck, gray 
duck.’ I could also make change for a dollar, dive into the 
swimming pool from one knee, throw a knuckle ball, and 
hold the Brownie Starflash steady while pressing the little 
pimento down, “Click.” 

By third grade I knew what “‘fuck’’ meant. 

The world seemed limitless. 

By fourth grade my defense mechanisms had become 
unconscious and automatic. 

Then came junior high school, where I learned how to 
keep score in bowling and French-inhale a cigarette. By the 
onset of puberty, I could successfully masturbate without 
waking my brother in the next bed. On to slide rules, 
typewriters, padlock combinations, shaving, and operating 
a drill press. And at fifteen I mastered that instrument of 
worldly conquest — the automobile! 

I had become a complex human being, with a whole 
battery of cognitive, motor, social, psychological, and 
emotional learning tucked neatly under my belt. AsI entered 
the adult world, learning new things was a breeze, and in no 
time at all I was writing checks, using voting machines, 
opening charge accounts, filling out 1040s, eating 
asparagus, drinking coffee, mixing Manhattans, and feeling 
guilty about sex, just like all the other big people. 

I can hear you readers saying that this is all well and 
good, but what about the real me, the deeper self, the unique 
individual? I suppose I should go into that a little more, 
although I have always had trouble selling myself. I’ll relate 
a few of the details which have proved to be critical to my 
development as an artist. 

Like most artists, I showed signs of precocity from the 
very start. When most children had just managed to stay in 
the coloring lines, my abstract leanings called me to place a 
whole box of color crayons in the bright sunlight just to 
watch them melt. My early Erector Set constructions had a 


strong Legerian bent to them, while my pipe cleaner men 
later proved to be a major influence on the sculpture of 
Giacometti. My pop phase consisted mainly of coin 
rubbings and mud Fudgsicles. I did draw on materials from 
the commercial media, namely, the Sunday comics, and for 
some years modeled my signature after that of Rex Morgan, 
signing my works: Brian Hammond, M.D. When critics 
discouraged me in this minor eccentricity, I rebuffed them 
by forging all my works 


My early Dada antics won me about as much acclaim 
around my parents’ house as Duchamp had gotten in New 
York. I guess they just couldn’t comprehend the latent 
potential in my dropping an upright typewriter down two 
flights of stairs on the babysitter who had locked my 
bedroom door and turned off the hallway light. My re- 
enactment of the Passion wasn’t much of a hit, either — me 
hanging there crucified to the swingset in my bathrobe, just 
like the picture in my Sunday school book. 

Literature had a strong impact on me, and I buried 
myself in books, reading everything I could get my hands on: 
The Little Engine that Could, Saggy-Baggy Elephant, 
Fraidy Cat, Ping, and T he Poky Little Puppy, tonamea few. 

As a child I loved to dress like Superman, Tarzan, 
Prince Valiant, Sky King, Rama of the Jungle, Wild Bill 
Hickock, Captain Hook, Robin Hood, the Cisco Kid, Davy 
Crockett, and even Napoleon. About the only thing for 
which I didn’t like to dress was church. 

Some of my readers of sociological persuasion, may be 
curious about the effect television violence had on me as a 
child. Let me answer that question this way: When I was 
growing up, violence on TV was still considered funny. 
Instead of cartoons, in which monsters who were secretly 
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detectives playing in rock ’n roll bands, I watched Tom 
Terrific, Mighty Mouse, Huckleberry Hound, Yogi Bear, 
and Quickdraw McGraw. The first violence I saw on 
television was on November 22, 1963. I knew the difference 
between fantasy and reality. 

In college I switched my major from pre-med to English 
literature, to humanities, to psychology, to philosophy, to 
comparative religions, to epistemology, to metaphysics, to 
theology, to existentialism. I finally narrowed it down to 
either philosophical psychology or genetic epistemology, 
but I couldn’t decide further. 

After eight years on and off — day school, night school, 
summer sessions, independent study, seminar, adult special, 
correspondence, crib book, and subliminal persuasion — 
they mailed me my diploma. I burned it. Checking the job 
boards in the placement service, I observed no one was 
hiring metaphysicians that spring anyway. 

I really had started out innocently enough, too, on 
student loans, 2-S deferments, and food stamps, but it 
inevitably led to the harder stuff: charge accounts, marriage, 
unemployment, group therapy, divorce, and a receding 
hairline. Perhaps I should have chosen a small, private 
college over a large, anonymous university. Or, it may have 
all been that Bob Dylan started playing folk songs on an 
electric guitar. 

When I finally decided I really wanted to be a man of 
arts and letters, I discovered the occupational handbook 
didn’t have a code number for it. 

The only other thing I can think of to include would be 
the vocational experience I have had in applying my artistic 
and educational background. When! worked for a company 
that put together record players, my job was to attach a 
rubber band to the record spindle when it got to the end of 
the assembly line. Later, I was promoted to packing, but we 
weren't allowed to sweat on the boxes. I’ve also folded sheets 


in a hospital laundry and, as a warehouse worker, learned 
how to stack a pallet in a four-block. 
Record of early childhood vaccinations. 


5-13-48 
5-13-48 
6-10-48 
6-10-48 
7- 8-48 
7- 8-48 
9- 1-52 
3-16-53 
3-16-53 
5-24-55 
10- 4-55 
1-21-58 
2-19-63 
2-19-63 
5-19-64 
6-30-64 
10-27-64 


Small Pox 
Diptheria, Tetanus, Whooping Cough 
Small Pox 
Diptheria, etc. 
Small Pox 
Diptheria, etc. 
TB mantoux 
Dipth-Tet Booster 
Small Pox 
Polio-Salk 
Polio-Salk 

Small Pox 

Small Pox 
Diph-Tet 
Polio-Oral-Sabin 
Polio-Oral-Sabin 
Polio-Oral-Sabin 


THE GLASS MENDACITY 


At eleven forty-five p.m., the street sweeper swished by below 
my bedroom window, signaling the unofficial curfew on 
Harmon Place. Turning my pillow around to the cool side, I 
closed my eyes and attempted to sleep. 

The next thing I knew, I was jarred awake by a dull, 
incessant buzzing. Jumping to my alarm clock, my finger 
automatically squeezed the little plastic button, but the 
ringing continued to cut through the darkness. Holding the 
clock up to my nose, the time read one-thirty, and I quickly 
realized it wasn’t time to go to work. The droning did not 
stop, much as if a Morse Code operator had died on his 
telegraph lever. It was the goddam intercom, and whoever 
was down there ringing it was going about it likea madman. 

Having no idea who it could be, I stumbled out to the 
wall with the square grid and the speak/listen buttons. 

“WHO IS THIS?” I barked into the mouthpiece. 

“Hey, this is Bob. Let me in. I live next door to you and 
I’m locked out.’’ The voice sounded inebriated. I didn’t 
know any Bob who lived next door, either. 

I was about to let this character in, hoping that would 
put an end to it and I could get some sleep, when I started 
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having second thoughts. What if this guy’s dangerous, he’s 
obviously drunk. Why the hell does he have to ring my 
apartment? He does seem to know who I am, though, or 
maybe he’s just guessing by the apartment number that my 
place is next to his. I guess I doubted that he even lived here. 

Well, my second thoughts won out, and I decided to let 
this guy fend for himself. I never had been particularly fond 
of being awakened in the middle of the night by a drunk 
with the wrong address. 

I got back into bed, folded my hands over my stomach, 
and listened to the silence. Hopefully he had given up and I 
could sleep now. I was just starting to drift off again, when! 
remembered that I had punched the alarm button. Swirling 
the sheets off like a bullfighter’s cape, I dashed to the clock, 
reset the alarm, and dived back into bed. 

Suddenly, I heard a violent pounding and kicking at the 
security door to the hallway. By the sound of it, this guy was 
determined to smash the hinges right off the wall. The 
assault echoed down the hall and was actually shaking the 
walls. This cat was flipped out for sure, and was probably 
just toying with the security door until he could find a nice 
soft skull to hammer on. 

Adrenalin began to tickle the back of my neck, and I felt 
myself getting panicky, especially when I remembered that 
the door to my apartment was about sixty-five percent 
frosted glass window. My mind pictured this drunken 
maniac crashing into my apartment, broken glass skidding 
across the wooden floor. I was sure he had already singled me 
out. 

I was about to call the police, when I reconsidered. 
Perhaps I should wait until he gave up on the security door; I 
wouldn’t want him to hear me on the phone. Then my heart 
leaped as the crunch of broken glass rasped across my nerves. 
At first I thought it was my own apartment door, but seeing 
it still in one piece, I reasoned it was either someone else’s 
door or the small wire-meshed window in the security door. I 
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couldn’t believe it. I mean this jerk was standing out there, 
smashing his fist methodically through the security 
window—wire-mesh and all! 

I rushed to the kitchen and got the black-handled 
Bavarian carving knife from the silverware drawer. The very 
thought of pushing the steel blade between somebody’s ribs 
frightened me so much, however, that I put the knife back 
and decided to get my tennis racket from the closet instead. 
Standing behind the door, the light drawing a yellow 
rectangle on the floor, I gripped the handle of the racket 
tightly, and tried to quiet the pounding of my heart. 

The crunching of broken glass continued. Then came 
the sound of a door knob turning, the flick of a bolt latch, 
and the heavy slam of the steel door closing. My cold, 
clenched hands squeezed the leather grip of the tennis racket. 
I waited motionless, inhaling little spoonfuls of air. 
Abruptly, the silence was broken by footsteps on the stairs 
and then a woman’s voice. 

“TI was just coming home from work, and I saw the 
broken window, and the blood on the floor, and then this 
body in the hallway,” the voice described in nervous 
intonations. “I ran over to the grocery store — it’s open ’til 
two — and called from there.” 

“Do you know this guy?’’ a man’s voice questioned. 

The police. God I was glad they were here. I unlocked 
my door, opened it slowly, and stuck my head out into the 
hallway. The cop looked at me and said; ‘‘You know this 
guy? He live here?”’ 

The body was curled up in the corner, blood flowing 
from the knuckles. It looked dead. 

“Is he dead?”’ I asked in a voice that barely came out. 

“No. He’s just passed out. We'll get him out of here and 
send him on his way. Can’t press charges though, cause 
nobody saw his break in,” the policeman explained. 

“Christ, I heard him smashing his way in for the last 
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twenty mintues!’’ I was outraged. 

“Yeah, but did you see him breaking in? See, there’s no 
glass on the floor. No proof that he broke in.” 

“What about his hands?!”’ the woman asked excitedly, 
pointing to the bloody fingers. 

“Yes, the glass is probably embedded in his knuckles,”’ I 
added, siding with the woman. 

“Nope,” replied the cop, laying down the law. “We 
can’t press charges unless somebody can testify they saw him 
breaking in or come up with the broken glass.” 

I shook my head, completely amazed. ‘““Well, what the 
hell happened to the glass? Did somebody sweep it up? 
Somebody’s lying about something. I mean this is too 
weird!” 
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THE CAT AND THE BAT 


People are not the only inhabitants of the Kenosha 
Apartments. We have cats here, too. People often like to have 
animals coexisting with them, and most prefer cats to 
cockroaches even though cats are probably just as hard to 
train. 

Once, I had an exceptionally brilliant cat named 
Hillary. We lived together for nearly two years, sol got to 
know many of her mannerisms quite well, as I’m sure she 
did mine. Although many cats will play at trying to catch 
their own tails, Hillary elevated the game to an art form —a 
three-dimensional catch your own tail. The rules were: First 
climb up on the back of the antique rocking chair so as to 
position the tail through the slats in the back of the chair. 
The game consisted of trying to catch the tail with her paws 
without leaning too far forward (thus causing the rocker to 
sway) and without losing her balance and falling. It was a 
nearly impossible feat, but Hillary didn’t play it to 
accomplish the impossible. For her, the game was played 
because it was impossible. Since she never won, it was never 
boring, and since she seldom lost, it wasn’t frustrating. 

Hillary’s second favorite pastime was to jump into the 
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kitchen sink while I was asleep and eat food particles out of 
the drain. Every morning there would be little paw prints on 
the porcelain counter, until I started leaving the sink filled 
with water: aversive conditioning. 

Another interesting cat who resides at the Kenosha likes 
to position himself on the ledge of the front entry like a 
gargoyle and wiggle his whiskers at passersby. 
Avocationally, this cat is a bat-watcher. In fact, I’ve seen him 
sit all day long with his eyes glued on a bat that was wedged 
up in the corner of the facade. The cat makes the incorrect 
assumption that all winged things are birds. But if you’ve 
ever looked a bat in the face you can certainly empathize 
with the cat’s bewilderment. With their pointed ears, dog’s 
faces, and umbrella wings they really do look like some 
hybrid anomaly from the brush of Hieronymus Bosch. It 
must drive that cat crazy to see these creatures hanging on the 
wall for days at a time, as if they were magnetically attached. 
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FREE GROCERIES OR, SAY 
“~GHEESEs 


Saturday mornings following a Friday paycheck are grocery 
shopping mornings. My budget allows twenty-five to thirty 
dollars for a two-week supply of food. Since I have no other 
transportation than a bicycle, I am further limited in 
quantity to those groceries that will fill two shopping bags. I 
carry one bag on my back in my old Boy Scout yucca pack, 
and the other I manage in my left arm. Inevitably, a can of 
soup or tuna fish gets wedged at the bottom of my backpack, 
and as I peddle homeward I feel as though I’m in a mobile 
medical unit receiving a spinal tap. 

One particularly memorable Saturday morning, after 
having checked the cupboards and the freezer compartment, 
I began to wonder if the cockroaches weren’t shipping my 
food overseas to feed other poor starving cockroaches, I was 
so completely out of everything. Rather than make a three- 
page shopping list of all the things I needed from the store, I 
decided to make what I call my Zen shopping list, writing 
down only the items I didn’t need. 

Having double checked to see that I had my coupons, 
shopping list, checkbook and pen, I grabbed my yucca sack, 
secured a garter around my right pant leg and carried my 
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bike one-handed down two flights of stairs and out onto 
sunny Harmon Place. Traffic being thin on Saturday 
mornings, I rode a direct course to the grocery store without 
worrying about being fatally injured by a negligent 
motorist. Things were jumping at the Red Owl, however, 
and after having chained my bike to a parking meter and 
readied my tally sheet, I had to wait at least ten minutes just 
to get a shoping cart. 

Even though I’m not Jewish, I always shop from right 
to left. I guess it’s because the meats are in the far righthand 
aisle and are a top priority foodstuff on my budget. I picked 
out two pounds of extra-lean ground beef and jotted down 
the price. The cheaper variety is so greasy that after frying up 
just one burger, I often pour off a good half-cup of fat. 
Besides, I put the grease drippings in an empty orange juice 
can and then in my waste basket, and when the can of grease 
happens to tip over and the bottom of the paper trash bag 
breaks as I’m carrying it through the dining room... well, 
that’s why I buy extra-lean ground beef. I buy some chicken. 
Pork chops. One nice porterhouse. I’m out of margarine and 
eggs, sol record the prices and set them in the bottom of the 
cart. I can’t decide whether to get colby or mild cheddar 
cheese, so I put them both in the shopping cart and wheel 
around the corner to the next aisle. Catsup. Italian dressing. 
Head lettuce eighty-nine cents, I can’t believe it. Apples. I 
decide to return the cheddar. Wait and see how the money 
holds out. 

In the gourmet section I pull down a dusty can of 
marinated artichoke hearts and picture them sitting on top 
of a big green tossed salad in my brown woven salad bowls. 
Then my better judgment steps in and persuades me that 
those cans have been on the shelf for the last two years. 
Which reminds me of a can of zucchini a girlfriend brought 
to a spaghetti feed I had one time. Everyone had brought 
some ingredients for the sauce, but nobody wanted to use the 
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zukes. I never did get round to cooking up that zucchini and 
ended up carrying it around as a possession for the next two 
years, during which time I moved at least four times. 

Beans. Peach preserves. Tea. Cereal. I’ve often thought 
about making a bibliography of the backs of cereal boxes 
I’ve read. Toilet paper. Paper towels. Baggies. I hate 
spending money on paper and plastic products, but am 
resigned that a few are necessary. I never did like wiping my 
ass with oak leaves, even if it were a camping trip. Frozen 
broccoli, spinach, and Brussels sprouts. Three twelve-ounce 
cans of orange juice. And bread. There. $24.37. I can’t believe 
it, but I’m quite sure I’ve added correctly. 

In the checkout line, the man in front of me has two 
cartons of Camels and a bag of cheese popcorn. The cashier 
is an attractive young woman, and I hand her my check for 
$24.37 and my Red Owl check-cashing card with “‘helpful, 
courteous service’ printed on the back. She asks for my 
driver’s license, and I get a little irritated — after all, I’ve 
already filled out a whole page-long form and waited the 
three weeks to get my little card, andI don’t see whyI should 
have to keep giving out that information. 

“Well, it better be good,” she snips, holding the check as 
if she can tell by touch whether or not it will bounce. 
Suddenly she’s not very attractive anymore. She plops the 
receipt in my grocery bag, and I help the checkout kid tie the 
top of my backpack. 

Because of one-way streets and the way Loring Park cuts 
things up, it’s a longer ride home anda can of something has 
slid down in my yucca sack and is trying to sever my spinal 
cord. Coming up Harmon Place from the opposite 
direction, I put my bike in low to make it up the incline. A 
Volkswagon is stopped in the middle of the street, with its 
door open and its engine idling. Otherwise, Harmon Place 
is deserted. I peddle up to the vibrating bug and begin 
passing it on the right, when I see a fellow on his hands and 
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_knees grabbing up handfuls of ten dollar bills. I stop my bike 
but am unable to make any movements, partly from 
disbelief, partly from the cumbersome grocery bags. The 
bills are splashing in the street like a shower from heaven. 

“You'd better grab some quick!”’ he hollers at me witha 
smile so expansive all his teeth are showing. 

I still can’t move. The man is laughing now and bends 
down beside my bike, scoops up three crisp tens and stuffs 
them into my grocery bag. 

“There. That ought to pay for your groceries.”’ 

With a handful of green which! estimate to be at least a 
couple hundred dollars, the man lets out a rodeo cry, jumps 
into his car and rides off down Harmon toward the Tenth 
Street Carwash. 

After arriving at the Kenosha and putting the groceries 
away, I realize that my colby is missing. Determined not to 
pay for anything I didn’t receive, I called the store and talked 
to the manager about it. He said that the cheese was still at 
register 13, and to bring in my sales slip if I wanted to pick it 
up. I was pissed plenty, but hauled my bike back downstairs 
and pumped back over to the Red Owl. The bad time over 
the driver’s license and the cheese had nearly overshadowed 
my thirty dollars from heaven, and when the manager 
looked at my sales slip and said that I hadn’t been charged 
for the cheese in the first place I was absolutely furious. 

“Tf you’d like the cheese, I’ll need a dollar and forty- 
seven cents.” 

I wanted to say, how would you like to stick it up your 
ass, but then weighed my two options. After having ridden 
all the way back to the store again, just to get fourteen ounces 
of cheese, did I want to go away empty-handed just to gratify 
my anger? You’re god-damned right I did, and left without 
even considering the other option, whatever it was. 


27 


NOCTURNAL POSSESSION 


On a terribly hot and humid night in July, after having 
scraped seven layers of wallpaper off the bedroom walls and 
ceiling, consuming ten cans of Hauenstein in the process, I 
had a horrible nightmare. Next to my bed in the living room 
(where I was sleeping until I finished plastering and 
painting the bedroom) I had propped a large three-speed fan 
up ona box. I have only two windows in my apartment, both 
on the same wall. Consequently the air seems to hang from 
the ceiling, solid and unmoving. Usually I set the fan on the 
lowest speed so that it blows like a soft breeze over my body. 

But this particular night it was so unbearably hot, that I 
decided to simulate a hurricane, and set the fan on high. It 
was one of those nights where you can wash your face with 
cold water just before getting into bed, and be sweating 
again before you’ ve toweled it dry. I had folded and filed the 
bedspread, and kicked the sheets into a pile at the end of the 
mattress. The beer and two aspirin put me to sleep quickly, 
but it was a feverish sleep. 

Earlier in the day I had read about the bizarre 
happenings which had accompanied the making of the film 
The Exorcist, and the eerie feeling with which it left me 
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must have been lurking in my unconscious, just waiting to 
become a dream. I had been captured by a cult of Satan 
worshippers who stripped me naked and tied me to a post. 
After forcing me to drink a foul hypnotic potion, they began 
to dance around me in a circle. As the frenzy of the dance 
began to build, suddenly flames leaped at my feet and legs. 
Molten red, like the forked tongue of a diabolical monster, 
the flames licked and lashed at my raw flesh, searing and 
scorching. The dancers began to spin, like a circle of fire, 
round and round me in a whirling dervish. My head reeled 
in dizzy, delirious terror as the spinning became a spiraling 
vortex of flame. 

As though I were in the grip of a tropical fever, I bolted 
upright in bed, sweat pouring off me. The fan whipped the 
sheets madly around my legs, and a piercing slash of red 
light circled the walls of my apartment from the howling fire 
engines screaming by in the streets below my window. 
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A DIFFERENT OUTLOOK ON 
Jedd 


My nine-year-old nephew has a rear-view mirror attached to 
the headboard of his bed, so that he can sleep safely and 
comfortably with his back to the bedroom door. 
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ORALITY 


As adults, one of the responsibilities we must take, is that of 
remembering to make dental appointments for ourselves. As 
we all know, you should see a dentist twice a year. Well, like 
most responsible adults, the last time I had been anywhere 
near the dentist was about five years ago when I was treated 
for trench mouth. Hydrogen peroxide does wonders for the 
infection, but one’s self-esteem is often permanently scarred. 
There’s something about having trench mouth that 
definitely has the ring of low status about it. 

There seems to be a moral connotation, dating back to 
grade school, concerning the proper care of one’s teeth, and 
not wanting to be a naughty boy, I called up the dentistry 
section at the County Hospital and made an appointment 
for a general check-up. As a county employee, which! was at 
the time, I hoped to get reduced rates. On the phone I 
specified wanting my teeth X-rayed, cleaned, and checked 
for cavities. (In grade school, cavities were analogous to 
sins.) 

When I showed up for my appointment, some two 
months later, I was requested to follow the cheerful young 
hygienist into the X-ray chambers. I was expecting those 
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little square pieces of film wrapped in rubber, with the tab 
that you bite down on, but to my surprise these expectations 
were not met. Instead, an X-ray camera photographed my 
entire jaw in one sweeping, semi-circular motion, much the 
way in which the picture of my high school class trip had 
been taken in front of the Washington Monument. I felt even 
more ashamed at not knowing about this progress in dental 
treatment. 

“When was the last time you were at the dentist, Mr. 
Hammond?”’ the hygienist chirped. 

“About five years I think,” I replied guiltily. 

‘Mr. Hammond, you know you only get one set of adult 
teeth.” 

After a twenty-minute wait in the reception room, I was 
called into the examination station to have my X-ray read. It 
looked more like a beauty salon than a dentist’s office, with 
ten chairs in a row, separated only by a vertical beam 
between each seat. There was a full house of patients too, 
and ten white-coated men, hovering over their mouths. I 
climbed up into the big chair as the hygienist clipped my X- 
ray up against the lighted screen. My adult teeth, minus two 
wisdoms, smiled back at me from the examination screen. I 
thought how impersonal this all was, having always 
considered the viewing of dental X-rays quite a private 
matter. Another symptom of the mass society. It just hadn’t 
been like that in my old Dr. What’s-His-Nostrils office, with 
the picture of his son in an army uniform, and him witha 
big Northern standing on the end of the dock, and our sign 
language about holding up one finger if the drilling hurt 
too much. 

“Well, your bone structure looks good, and there’s no 
sign of cancer of the mouth,” the hygienist said, matter-of- 
factly. ‘‘No cysts under the tongue. There is a build up of 
tartar and possibly a couple little spots of decay. I can’t really 
tell from this kind of X-ray. What brings you in, Mr. 
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Hammond?” 

Just then a young woman in the chair next to me let out 
a thunderous moan. 

“Oh please stop!” She began sobbing loudly. 

‘Julie, Julie, Don’t cry,’’ the hygienist said 
sympathetically, ‘“‘we’ve almost got it. It’]] be over in a 
minute.”’ 

I swallowed hard and wondered just what the hell was 
going on here. 

“T wanted a general check-up, you know, X-rays, teeth 
cleaned, check for cavities,’ I answered. 

“Well, I can recommend another dentist right 
downtown who does that kind of work,”’ the hygienist 
explained, “but this is an extraction clinic and we specialize 
in diseases of the mouth, tongue, and bone. We do a few 
fillings for the aged and the chronically ill, but you’ re in the 
wrong place.” 

“TI thought something was wrong. The X-rays seemed 
different.”’ 

“Those are globular X-rays. You can’t really spot 
cavities on those.” 

I was pissed now. 

“When I called up and asked for a general exam, I 
specified that I wanted my teeth cleaned, X-rayed, and 
checked for cavities. And you’re telling me that I don’t have 
cancer of the tongue and my bone structure is good. Who’s in 
charge of this department?” 

I stormed out to the main desk, complaining that I had 
made an appointment to have my teeth cleaned, X-rayed, 
and checked for cavities, and now I find out that this type of 
work isn’t done here. 

“TI apologize for the misunderstanding, Mr. Hammond, 
but you shouldn’t have been given an appointment in the 
first place. We only do extractions and check for diseases of 
the mouth,”’ the woman behind the counter explained. 
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“Well then why was! given an appointment?”’ I barked. 

“You shouldn’t have been given an appointment, but 
I’ll be glad to send your X-rays to another dentist, if you 
like. 

“What good is iv? The hygienist said you couldn t really 
detect cavities from this globular type X-ray. I suppose I'll be 
charged for it, regardless.”’ 

“Well, Mr. Hammond, you were given our general 
exam. Certainly it’s not going to hurt you to know that you 
don’t have cysts or cancer.”’ 

“Oh, I agree. It’s nice to know. I’m definitely glad I 
don’t have cysts, but that isn’t whatI wanted to have done!” I 
slapped my palm down upon the desk. “Just give me my X- 
rays, I'm going to talk to administration about this.”’ 

I spent a good deal of time after this squabbling with 
both the dentistry section and the hospital’s collection 
department. I agreed that services were in fact rendered, but 
not the services I had requested. I therefore refused to pay for 
what I hadn’t received. The whole mess went around and 
around for some time. 

I ended up telling my story so many times, to so many 
different people, that it started to sound like Frederic 
Bartlett’s classical study on reproduction of narrative 
materials from his book Remembering. My frustration 
reached its upper limit, however, with a Mrs. Earwax, I 
think her name was, in the Collection Department. She gave 
me this little analogy about, if I was to take my automobile 
to one of those ‘trouble-shooting’ garages, (where they do 
diagnostic services, but not actual repairs) and they 
informed me that certain repairs were needed, did I then 
expect them to pay for the actual repairs? This kept me 
scratching my head for a while. 

“IT don’t see how that’s analogous at all,’ I said, 
muttering inaudible profanities. 

“Let's say that I brought my car intoa garage,” I began, 


af 


trying to make a proper analogy, ‘“‘and specified that I 
wanted a tune up(plugs, points, timing, etc.) and was told to 
leave my car and pick it up the next day. When I pick up the 
car the following day, I find that the body has been repainted 
and the seats reupholstered, and that I am to be billed for 
these services. Now, tell me, amI going to pay for a paint and 
upholstery job that I never requested, simply because it’s a 
good thing to have your car repainted and reupholstered 
from time to time?”’ 

“Well, I don’t know about that,’’ admitted Mrs. 
Earwax, “but Dentistry said that you took your X-rays, and 
X-rays are never to leave this hospital unless we send them 
on to another dentist for you.”’ 

“Tt sounds like you’re inferring that I stole those 
goddamn X-rays, whichI didn’t. I simply asked for those X- 
rays, and was handed them by the nurse at the desk.” 

I gave up after that, and merely tore up the bills they 
continued to send to me each month, for the next seven 
months. I guess they finally gave up too, for they stopped 
sending me bills and my paycheck as a county employee has 
never been garnished. 

Stull wanting my teeth cleaned, X-rayed, and checked 
for cavities, however, I made another appointment with a 
private dentist who I knew would do the work I requested. 

Teeth picked, scraped, rubbed, brushed, flossed, 
polished, and disinfected, I sat contentedly, awaiting the 
entrance of the dentist. I knew full well that the whistling 
high-speed drill would send yellow shivers of pain down 
through the hard tooth enamel. And the dark grinding pain 
of the coarse drill, boring down into the jaw bone. And the 
splintering pain of the drill tip as it pricked the soft sheath of 
live nerves. 

When the dentist and hygienist entered the room, 
however, they were such a cheerful and reassuring parr, I 
began to think that marriages weren’t made in heaven after 
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all, but in dental school. 

“Well, Mr. Hammond, can we get you Novocain or 
gas?”’ the dentist asked cordially, as one might offer another 
a cocktail. 

‘‘Gas? Do you mean ether?’’ Some bad childhood 
memories of ether, extractions, tonsils, and blood surfaced 
in my mind. 

“No, no. Nitrous Oxide. Laughing gas. You haven't 
been to the dentist in some time, have you Mr. Hammond?”’ 

“You mean nitrous oxide like William James?” 

“Here, let me show you. We put this little plastic mask 
over your nose, like this. This tube brings in the gas, and this 
tube oxygen. There’s always a steady flow of oxygen, and if 
you give me a nod, I can increase the oxygen at any time.”’ 

“How does it feel? Do you go unconscious?” 

“No. It’s just a sort of floating, tingling sensation, 
wouldn’t you say?’’ He looked at the hygienist for 
confirmation. 

“Almost all of our patients choose gas over Novocain, 
once they’ve had it,”’ the hygienist explained, lovingly. 
“You can’t feel the drilling and your mouth isn’t numb for 
the rest of the day, like with Novocain. You should try it.” 

“Do you want to try a little and see how you like it?”’ the 
dentist asked. 

“All right. I never did like needles stuck in my gums, 
even in the name of anaesthesia.” 

“Just put your legs up here, then, and how’s this for 
your head?”’ He adjusted the head rest pads. “O.K. now just 
breathe normally. There’s no taste or odor to it.”’ 

“You know, people who have had actual phobias about 
coming to the dentist, I mean adults, come if they can have 
gas,’’ the hygienist informed me, taking hold of my arm, as if 
to steady me for take off. 

“How's that now? Just relax and we’ll get things ready. 
It takes a few minutes to notice anything different. 
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Remember, if you want more oxygen, just nod.” 

I tried to relax and breathe slowly, but my stomach was 
fluttering. If anything was doing me any good, it was the 
warm hand of the hygienist upon my arm. I remembered 
pain from my childhood. The hospital was dark and 
shadowy, and I was afraid of being left there alone. The 
doctor looked a little like my dad. He had put his hand upon 
my arm. It was so warm. 

Then, for an instant, I felt movement, like clouds 
shifting in time-lapse sequence. 

“T think it’s working,” I snickered. 

‘“‘How do you feel?’’ asked the hygienist, softly 
squeezing my arm. 

I looked up at her, into that enchanting face. God, she 
was beautiful. I loved her. I felt like a child, like her lover and 
her child. 

“T feel a little more relaxed. That’s about all. I’m kind of 
remembering some things that I can’t seem to remember if I 
try to remember them. Do you know whatI mean? I have the 
whole afternoon off, so don’t feel as if you have to hurry 
things just for me, or anything.” 

The dentist nodded, ‘““O.K., Mr. Hammond, we're going 
to do a little drilling now, so just relax.” 

I could hear the drill whistling, but I seemed to be ina 
courtyard somewhere. It was enclosed, like a school or a 
church. It must have been fall, for the sky was gray, andI had 
my jacket on. I was with that sadness drilling deep inside of 
me. It had something to do with growing up, or dying, or 
loneliness. It all seemed very familiar. I wasn’t lost. But the 
gray sky didn’t go with the courtyard, whichI could now see 
was very green. Perhaps it was one of those near spring days 
in early April, and the long winter was responsible for those 
feelings. The green surface was so smooth. A book. A green 
book cover. A green paperback book cover. Portrait of the 
Artist as a Young Man. James Joyce. I was Stephen. No, that 
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wasn’t quite right. No, I don’t think I was Stephen. Charles 
Dickens came to mind for some reason too, but that wasn’t it 
either. The choices were: 

a) James Joyce 

b) Charles Dickens 

c) J. P. Donleavy 

d) Dylan Thomas 
I knew that Dickens wasn’t right, but it was easy to see why 
one might think of Dickens. It had something to do with 
Christmas and lights, lights and colors. I think I was under 
the Christmas tree, a lute was playing in a room lit only by 
the Christmas lights. Red, yellow, orange, and white. The 
window pane was frosted. There was a moon. The 
Christmas tree was frosted. The Christmas frost. The frosted 
Christmas pain was red, yellow, orange and white. The pain 
was a Sad drilling, alcoholic Welsh Christmas. Protrait of a 
Christmas as a young... 

“Let me just pack this filling down a little more, and 
we'll be all done with it.”’ 

I could hear squeaking as he packed the tooth. 

I didn’t think I felt very different, really. Well, sort of 
dizzy a little. 

“Well, how was that Mr. Hammond? Didn’t hurt, did 
itr 
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ROCK CONCERT 


Even though it was Jeff Beck and Fleetwood Mac I didn’t 
want to go. I had attended enough rock concerts to know 
exactly what to expect. Firmly I had pledged to spend the 
money on the album, which was usually cheaper anyway. 
There had been just too many hassles in the past, too many 
bad trips, too much mania. Besides, I was getting too old for 
rock concerts. I was into jazz now. 

The concert was to be a rain or shine, open-air affair in 
Parade Stadium. (I was bribed into going with a free ticket.) 
Gates were to open at seven p.m., so we left the car on 
Harmon Place, crossed the freeway on foot, and merged with 
the crowd. The entire parking lot was one massive swarm of 
bodies, and I don’t think it was any later than six-fifteen. 

Dressed for the outing, I had a blanket under one arm, a 
small army pack with ponchos, binoculars, joints and gin, 
and my friend in hand. The crowd had ceased making any 
forward progress and had resigned to walking in place. 
Healthy tokes were being washed down by snorts and long 
pulls. By about seven-thirty people were getting a little 
worked up over the gates still being closed. By eight, beer 
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bottles and fire crackers started flying. Labor pains were now 
being followed by contractions, and like one gigantic, 
drunken muscle, the crowd would spasmodically thrust 
forward — but there was no place to go. I let out a groan and 
gasped for breath as another surge pinned me against 
someone’s back, my balls ramming into the corner of a 
cooler. 

I was starting to feel a little claustrophobic around the 
edges, and somewhere Gustav LeBon was getting a good 
laugh out of this. Then it started to rain — summer 
thunderstorm style. Bodies again lunged forward with no 
places to go. My arms were pinned at my sides and I swayed 
helplessly with the movement. Then a backlash in the 
opposite direction. People dominoed in multiple chain - 
reaction. My head smacked into something, and I tried not to 
fall. I stepped down hard to find solid pavement, but the 
parking lot was a foot thick with beer cans and Boone’s Farm 
bottles. An umbrella suddenly mushroomed above my head, 
only to have its skeleton snapped by the violent wind. Our 
ponchos were hopelessly out of reach. 

Then it hailed. 

At nine o'clock, after three hours of impatient waiting, 
there was a thunderous uproar from the crowd as the main 
gate was finally opened. Even though everyone had 
consumed whatever they had brought with them to the 
concert, the police stopped and frisked people at the entry. 
As the crowd seethed toward the gate, I dropped the blanket 
in an attempt to hold onto my friend. I made no attempt to 
retrieve it, my own life being much more valuable. We were 
being carried along in the flow, and I could feel the person 
behind me holding onto my backpack. Then my belt buckle 
snagged on this girl’s shawl and something went crunch. 

“Broken glass! Watch your step.” 

After another half hour of this, we were finally shot 
through the gates and packaged in the stadium. Every 
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square inch of space, from the grandstand, to track, to 
bleachers, to football field, was occupied by a wet and angry 
rock fan. 

By the grace of God, we did eventually find a seat in the 
grandstand and, oh, to sit down was one of the most 
beautiful experiences of my life. Unlike others, we had saved 
our gin, so I took out two cups and the flask. I had just 
started to pour a nice long draught, when a frisbee shot by 
my ear and most of the gin ended up in my crotch. My friend 
offered me a joint, but I declined, having enough trouble 
dealing with things the way they were. As they say, reality is 
for those who can’t deal with drugs. 

After waiting for three and a half hours in the rain, a 
stadium full of rock fans will give a tumultuous ovation to 
anything that moves. But this character who appeared on 
the stage must have had a death wish, for he actually said 
into the PA system that the rain or shine concert would have 
to be postponed, and would we all please come back 
tomorrow night. The air was so thick with bad karma that if 
nails could have been driven into metal goal posts, it would 
have been Golgotha revisited for the PR man. Five thousand 
raging feet suddenly began stamping and the entire stadium 
shook like a violent temper tantrum. You don’t ask five 
thousand members of the NOW Generation to come back 
tomorrow night. 

Another twenty-five minutes went by. The rain and hail 
had stopped, but the crowd had merged with the wind and 
the thunder. Then the PR man resurfaced, wearing a 
bulletproof vest I suspect, and informed us that they were 
finding tennis shoes for the bands and drying off the stage so 
that no one would get fried. But then he went into this 
unbelievable hype a la Woodstock about “move it back, and 
the guy next to you is your brother and you damn well better 
treat him like that, because if you don’t we blow the whole 
thing, etc... .’’ This was warmly received by shouts of ‘‘Shut 
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up, and start the fucking music!” 
By way of comic relief, the guy sitting next to us 
accidentally dropped his $225 silver tooth down through the 
bleachers (a sixty-foot drop) and actually found it again. 

Suddenly, some crazy man, who turned out to be Mick 
Fleetwood, rushed out unto the stage playing a large conga 
drum in a swoon of ecstasy. Joints quickly lit up all over the 
stadium as everyone tried to sail above the rain and the 
hassle. The stage grew dark. Momentary silence before the 
storm. Sound of a twelve-string guitar. 

‘Lovin’ you ip ie 
isn’t the right thing to do” A 

FLEETWOOD MAC! 

Something had snapped, broken loose, and cracked the 
foundation, for the stadium slowly began teleporting up 
into the stormy sky. The adrenalin rushing up my spine 
fought with the spasms in my back muscles from sitting on 
those hard grandstand bleachers and forced water out of my 
eyes and down my cheeks as a sort of compromise. 

By the time Beck came on stage, the whole sky was 
illuminated by a massive electrical storm. Amplifiers buzzed 
and crackled, sending off giant arcs of fiery current into the 
sky. Lightning slashed back in flashing overtones. It was 
rock ’n roll versus the heavens. Beck seemed to have a string 
tied onto his guitar and was sailing it like a kite, just over the 
top of the stadium — making spirals, loops and tail spins. 
When he finally reeled it back in and the stadium crashed to 
the ground, there stood Beck, all dressed in black like Zorro, 
the white Fender held at arm’s length in the palm of his 
hand. Oh, Holy Electric Guitar. Mother of All Sounds. Soul 
of the Universe. Six stringed and Immaculate. Now and 
Forevermore, Amen. 
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ZORRO 


“When I was in grade school probably my favorite fantasy 
was imagining myself as Zorro. There was something about 
his being all dressed in black and yet upholding justice that 
made him unique. Most other good guys dressed in white, 
but Zorro was a sort of self-actualized hero, a man reconciled 
to the darker side of life. Zorro was hip in other ways too. 
Unlike Hopalong Cassidy, the Lone Ranger, Davy Crockett 
and even Batman, Zorro had a moustache. I mean you just 
couldn’t make it asa hero in the fifties with a moustache, but 
Zorro did. 

The black cape blowing in the breeze, the black blousey 
shirt sleeves, the black silk hat, the black boots and the mask 
all seemed to say that clothes do make the man after all. Or, 
how about the way he’d push back a picture frame on the 
wall, press a button and a secret door would open, leading 
down into the cave where he kept his horses and spare Zorro 
outfits. 

I must admit that I very much admired the whipwork of 


Lash LaRue, but when Zorro did that 7 on somebody’s 
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ass (wasn’t it usually Sergeant Garcia’s?) he had my 
undivided respect. 

Later, when! entered junior high, my fantasies changed 
from being Zorro to inventing a special kind of eyeglasses 
that allowed you to see through girls’ clothing. 
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THE DANCE OF ANGER 


A shiny, black Lincoln Continental with a tan Naugahyde 
top, tinted windows, white walls, a pink pussy cat with 
electric eyes in the back window well, and enough antennae 
to be a small television transmitter station, was parked on 
the other side of Harmon, just barely visible from my 
bathroom window. A young dude in maroon velvet hat and 
blue sunglasses slouched in the driver’s seat, sneering out of 
the corner of his mouth. Outside the car, in six-inch green 
platforms, and a leopard-spotted porkpie, another man 
paced back and forth, alternately shaking his head and 
throwing his hands up in the air. 

I stepped into the bathtub and poked my head into the 
opened window. My nose pressed against the screen. I could 
hear only bits of the conversation, due in part to the distance, 
and in part to the tape deck which was blasting Earth, Wind 
and Fire out of the car window. I should have been minding 
my own business in the first place, but things do get slow, 
even on Harmon Place. 

‘““You mean to tell me that you gonna let some 
motherfucker come up to you and... sheeyit .. . I mean, 
man, I don’t gotta take that kind of shit from no honky! ...”’ 
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The guy in the leopard-spottedporkpie now raised his 
cap above his head, as if to throw it on the ground, but 
didn’t. Then turning his back on the car, he began to march 
away, still spouting, ‘‘Christ Almighty, Man!”’ Not yet 
finished, however, he about-faced, walked up to the 
glistening hood of the car, spat on the Olympic trophy-sized 
grill ornament and swatted the hot, black metal. SMACK! 
Slowly reapproaching the driver, he began to poke little 
holes in the turbulent air with an accusing finger. 

“TI mean nobody comes up to me man, and ........ 
do yo read ‘me, Mane sss ey ce me ee 
is that perfectly clear to you what I’m talking about?! ... 
GOD DAMN IT!” 

Still slumped against the steering wheel, the cat in the 
blue sunglasses straightens up and slowly gets out of the car. 
He fixes his shirt at the waist, and shakes his leg to get the 
crease of his slacks straight. 

Oh shit, I said to myself excitedly. The fur is going to fly 
now! I chuckled, thinking how much better this was than 
television. 

But instead of blows and blood, what ensued was more 
like a cockfight, with ceremonious strutting, puffed 
plumage, and territorial bluffs. 

As if preparing him for fight or flight, a silver sweat 
broke out on the face of the man in the blue sunglasses. 
Blowing himself up to twice his normal size, skin glowing 
in fluorescent green highlights, teeth bared in a venomous 
snarl, he began pacing around the aggressor in tighter and 
tighter circles. Slowly the cadence began to build, with feet 
stomping the asphalt, elbows cutting V’s inthe air, hands 
thrashing, heads shaking with low threatening growls. 

The dance of anger continued until the rhythms 
gradually subsided, and the words began to cool. Then a 
woman’s head appeared on the driver’s side of the car, and 
said cooly, as if she’d slept through the whole affair: 
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“You turkeys gonna stand there jiving each other all 
night, or you gonna take me uptown?”’ 

As both men got back into the car and drove off down 
Harmon Place, cat eyes blinking in the oval back window, I 
couldn’t help but again marvel at the complex ethology of 
the inhabitants of Harmon Place. 
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MODULATION 


For some time after that, I spent most of my days looking 
out the window, playing the guitar, and just waiting for 
Godot in general. The most exciting thing in my life was the 
discovery of a chord modulation from the key-of C Major to 
A Minor via B minor seventh with a flatted fifth to E 
dominant seventh with a flatted ninth. A very pleasing 
experience for both ear and fingers, this modulation. The B 
minor seventh with a flatted fifth is really a diminished 
chord with a dominant seventh, and diminished chords are 
notorious for both wanting to push in a certain direction 
and for always craving resolution. Therefore, to find sucha 
resolution does indeed strike a pleasant chord. 

To play this modulation, let’s begin with the B minor 
seventh chord with a flatted fifth. Place the first or index 
finger of the left hand upon the first or high E string of the 
guitar at the first fret. Press down tightly with the tip of the 
finger and remember to keep the wrist arched. 

The second finger of the left hand is then positioned at 
the second fret on the fifth or A string. Remember that the 
thumb is nota finger, so don’t count it as “‘one.’’ Now, on the 
third orG string, place the third finger of the left hand on the 


48 


second fret of the fingerboard. And finally, the little finger 
goes on the third fret of the B or second string. 

I can only do about three very skilled things with my left 
hand, now that I think of it. I can toss a tennis ball up for 
serving, catch a baseball with a glove, and finger chords ona 
guitar. I can do only two things with the little finger of my 
left hand, namely pick my left nostril, and play the seventh 
note on an F “‘bar’’ chord. 

Let’s try the E seventh with the flatted ninth. On this 
chord the first finger is called upon to straddle three strings. 
Here’s how it’s done. Put the first finger on the first fret of 
the third string and make a “‘bar’’ with it (technically this 
would be a half-bar) so as to also hold down the second and 
first strings, also at the first fret. Okay. Now, second finger 
reaches across to the fifth string at the second fret — alow B 
note that would be, and then the little finger comes into play 
once again at the second string, third fret. There, good. Oh, 
what about the note in the middle of the bar, the one being 
held down at the first fret, second string, you probably ask? 
Only the note which is higher up on the fingerboard, that is, 
closer to the body of the guitar, will sound, so the note on the 
first fret of the second string won't be heard at all. 

Try this once: C Maj. 7 /C6/ Bm 7 flatted5 / E7 flatted9 
/ Am7 / F Maj. 7 / Am7 / F Maj. 7 / Am6. 

It’s interesting that a musical chord, a blending of 
notes, like a color, a blending of light rays or pigments, are 
both named in relation to their context. In other words, a 
color is given a name in terms of its reference to other colors 
bordering it. Similarly, a chord called a C6 in one context, 
may be called A minor seventh in another since both contain 
the notes A C E andG. 

Furthermore, synesthesiacs (those who register very 
definite simultaneous and overlapping sensory experiences) 
often report hearing colors and seeing sounds. Being that 
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both light and sound are wave-frequency phenomena, one 
might proceed from here to theories of the harmony of the 
spheres, etc., but see Kepler and Ouspensky for that. 
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306 613 580 


Dayton’s department store is down two blocks, over one, and 
down another two, from my apartment on Harmon Place. 
An extremely wealthy and influential corporation, Dayton’s 
seems to have a hand in much of what goes on in 
Minneapolis. Along with its two main stores, its many 
shopping center locations, its Targets, Hudsons, B. Daltons, 
and other franchises, Dayton’s shows great corporate 
concern for the arts, as well as for the political sciences of the 
community. 

If it weren’t for my charge accounts with Dayton’s and 
Target, however, I could not enjoy the degree of affluence I 
now possess as a resident of Harmon Place and a member of 
the greater metropolitan community. With this little piece 
of plastic in my possession, I no longer need to save up 
money or to postpone the immediate gratification of 
acquiring goods. Clothing, books, record albums, concert 
tickets, expensive multiple vitamins, furniture, toiletries, 
paper products, and eyeglasses are all within the immediate 
grasp of those who possess “the Card.”’ The impulsiveness, 
grandiosity, and irresponsibility which this card licenses, 
goes by the euphemism ‘‘shopping convenience.” 
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Since anyone old enough to purchase alcoholic 
beverages and handguns can easily open a charge at 
Dayton’s, the corporation must employ a host of computers 
to handle their accounts. After receiving your nine-digit 
code number, you are fed into the computer bank and given 
your embossed plastic card, entitling you to buy 
merchandise without money for at least thirty days. 

After your thirty days is up, the computer sends you a 
letter according to the alphabetization of your last name. 
The computer is very disciplined in this respect, and I 
haven’t yet received a letter saying ‘Sorry I missed your 
billing date, but it didn’t mean that I wasn’t thinking about 
you.” 

Since my billing date is the fifth of each month, I was 
finding it particularly difficult to pay both the computer 
and the Kenosha apartments out of the same paycheck. If I 
didn’t pay the rent, I would be evicted and forced to live in 
Loring Park. If I didn’t pay my Dayton’s account, the 
computer would melt my little magic card, thus forcing me 
not only to sublimate my desire for immediate economic 
gratification, but to save money as well. 

Not particularly fond of either choice, and feeling 
myself to be in a bit of a double-bind, I pressed the floor- 
number-twelve button in the Dayton’s elevator, hoping that 
the computer and I could arrange another billing date. The 
computer was tied up at the moment, andI had to talk to its 
secretary, who proved to be a very cold, inanimate and 
heartless person. The secretary said in no uncertain terms, 
that the billing dates are determined by the alphabetization 
of one’s last name, and that the computer was too busy to 
grant anyone any special favors. I tried to explain that it was 
impossible for me to pay on my account and not be evicted 
from my apartment building. I asked if there was someone 
else I could talk to about this, but again the answer was 
negative. 
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The next day I made an appointment with a counseling 
service that works exclusively with consumers suffering 
from acute psychoeconomic disturbances. The counselor 
assessed my situation in depth and submitted that the 
solution was really quite simple: Change my last name. 
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HOW ABOUT SOME MORE 
MASHED POTATOES? 


It’s nice to get away from Harmon Place for a weekend and 
visit my parents and relatives in my hometown. After about 
two days, however, of overeating and sitting around, of 
loving my parents because they are my parents, and at the 
same time trying to contain my fury over their notions about 
contemporary life, I’m ready to return to my apartment. 

I like the bus ride through the open countryside, and 
traveling distances of less than eighty miles ina Greyhound 
or a Jefferson can be very therapeutic. I don’t recommend 
long cross-country trips unless you have a good supply of 
laxatives, or can handle bowel movements at seventy miles 
per hour in the back of the bus. But on shorter tripsI get this 
feeling that’s similar to my fantasy about walking through 
life as if it were a foreign film. I guess it’s that foreign films 
seem so like real life to me, that when real life starts seeming 
like a movie, I feel I’m in a foreign film — if that makes any 
sense. Instead of being in the audience of a movie theater 
where things move by on a screen, in a bus it’s as if the 
audience were moving, while the “screen of life,’’ so to 
speak, is stationary. 

Arriving around ten-thirty Saturday morning, I am 


54 


greeted with coffee, homemade Danish rolls, and an offer to 
fry up some bacon and eggs if I’m still hungry. I eat a roll 
and have a second cup of coffee to the smell of onions and 
green peppers being fried up for a lunch of sloppy joes. 

“What would you like for dinner tonight?”” my mother 
asks in all seriousness. 

“Oh Mom, how do you expect me to think about food 
now? I’m stuffed for the day already. I had a big breakfast 
before I boarded the bus this morning, too.” 

“You know as well asI do, that you’ll be hungry again 
one hour from now.” 

“Mom, I’m not a growing boy anymore,” I pleaded, 
“and I’ve been trying to cut down on my intake, because I 
don’t get enough exercise as it is.”’ 

“Well, I should take out some meat before too long, and 
then with your aunt and uncle coming tomorrow .. .” 

“Don’t worry about it, Mom,”’ I said, trying to regain 
my status as an adult. 

“T’m not worrying about it!”’ she retorted, more irritated 
than consoled. 

“Well, steak or ham or roast, I don’t care. I can’t think 
about food when I’m full.” 

‘“‘Did you see Beacon Hill last night on TV?’’ I 
interjected, hoping to get the conversation off food for a 
while. ‘“‘I read where they’re going to take it off the air. Just 
when you start getting acquainted with the characters, too.”’ 

“Your Uncle Emory asked Dad and I if we’d seen any 
movies lately, when he was here the other night, and like 
your Dad says, there aren’t any worth seeing these days. The 
language is so foul . . . there’s too darn much of it these days. 
We watched that Russian ballet on TV the other night, andI 
don’t like to see men wearing those tights with everything 
right in plain sight for everybody to see.”’ 

She stirred a can of tomato sauce into the frying pan. 

“Mom, what do you expect them to do with ‘it,’ leave it 
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back stage?” I laughed at my own joke. 

Although slightly flushed in the face, like having just 
overheard a dirty story she couldn’t help but listen to, Mom 
chuckled. 

‘‘Well there’s too darn much lenience and 
permissiveness these days,’ she rebuked, trying to 
recompose herself. ‘“Kids have too many advantages, they’re 
given too darn much. No wonder they go on welfare when 
they get older. If you give them free money they’re not going 
to want to work.”’ 

“That's not the whole story you know, Mom,’’I replied, 
trying to get some words in edgewise. 

“Or these young people who complain that they don’t 
have enough money to raise children. If our parents would 
have worried about that or done all this planning, most of us 
wouldn’t even be here!”’ 

I looked at the ceiling, exhaling through my nose. 

‘“‘And these young kids who just live together. No 
wonder they don’t want to have families. What’s the thrill 
after living together.”’ 

“COME ON, Mom, My God!”’ I really didn’t know if I 
could take much more. Just then, I was rescued by my Dad 
coming upstairs. 

“Do you want some more coffee, Daddy?’’ asked my 
Mom, taking out a package of frozen hamburger buns from 
the freezer. “Or tea?”’ 

“Gosh, no. I don’t need anymore coffee. We're going to 
eat lunch pretty soon, aren’t we?”’ Dad sat down across from 
me at the kitchen table. 

““How’s everything?”’ he asked in a low conversational 
tone that seemed to purposely exclude my mother. 

“Oh, not too bad. Finally got that one student loan paid 
off, after eleven years,’’ I said in a louder voice. 

“That's good. We just mailed the last payment in on the 
car, too. First new car I ever owned.” 
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“You deserve it,” I said. 

“Remember that old blue Chrysler we had?”’ Dad asked. 

“With the dome over the speedometer?”’ I interrupted. 
“It looked like a space ship when you had the dash lights on 
at night.” 

“Yes,’’ Dad grinned. “‘I still see it over on North 
Broadway now and then.” 

“We see your old truck every once in a while, too,” my 
Mom chimed in. ‘“‘What was the guy’s name you sold it to?”’ 

“Oh, I know who you mean. I can’t think of his name,”’ 
I replied, making no effort whatsoever to retrieve the name. 

“Do you see much of Linda?’”’ my Dad asked. 

“No, I don’t. I talked to her on the phone about our 
court date, but that’s about it.” 

“TI don’t know why she has to be that way,” said my 
Mom bitterly. 

“Be what way?” I snapped back angrily. “We still get 
along all right.” 

Mom looked saddened. “‘I just don’t like to see it. I guess 
Mark and Ann are getting divorced, too.”’ 

‘“‘That’s too bad. They’d only been married about a year, 
wasn’t it?”’ 

“It was a couple of years,’’ answered my Dad in the 
serious voice he reserved for church or the phone. 

“Is Linda still running around?”’ interrogated my 
mother. 

I was beginning to lose my temper. ““What the hell do 
you mean is she still running around? If you mean is she still 
working full time, yes, she’s still working full ime. How 
else is she going to support herself?”’ 

“She never could be content to stay home where she 
should be and do what needs to be done. I suppose there are 
some who are just too nervous to stay at home. She'll just 
have to learn the hard way, I guess.”’ 

“Jesus,” I said inaudibly through my teeth, turning my 
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head to the side. “Mom, please. I don’t want to start that 
again. Linda can live her own life however she chooses.” 

‘They just make it too darned easy for people to get out 
of a marriage these days.” 

“You know this has all been predicted, Brian,’’ my Dad 
began to explain. ‘“The Communists start little fires here 
and there all over the world. They introduce the youth to 
drugs and infiltrate the colleges and the government. I think 
they've worked their way into the press, too. But the divorce 
rate is just a part of this whole scheme. It’s predicted in the 
Bible, too, with the coming of the antiChrist.” 

‘“‘And all those college kids worshipping Buddha. T hou 
shalt have no other gods before me!’’ boomed my mother. “If 
only they knew.” 

“Yes,” agreed my Dad. 

I thought things had been going more smoothly 
between my parents and me, but this was too much. And I 
still had all of Sunday to sit through. And my aunt and uncle 
were coming, too. 


When the bus pulled into Minneapolis at eight forty- 
five Sunday evening, my stomach was so upset from the 
weekend, that I made a dash for the public restrooms. The 
bus depot is probably the worst place in the entire world to 
use the public facilities, but I knew I’d never make it back to 
my apartment, even if it were only five blocks away. 

There was only one unoccupied stall at the far end of the 
restroom, and it was the no pay toilet — the one without a 
door. At first glance it had looked unoccupied, but upon 
closer inspection that which I had taken to be some 
nonhuman life form, like a wet towel or a big wad of toilet 
paper, turned out to be an old wino, passed out on the floor. 
The smell was so atrocious I nearly vomited. In its present 
condition, my stomach was in no condition to permit 
tampering. 

I noticed the pay toilet at the opposite end was now 
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vacant and, thank God, I had a dime. Other than an inch of 
water on the floor and a bloated cigarette butt floating in the 
can, it was going to have to be all right this once. I wiped 
around the seat with a handful of toilet paper, rolled up my 
pants legs, lowered my trousers to just above the knees and 
sat down. What a relief! 

The walls of the stall had all the typical graffitti: 
Don’t look here, the joke’s in your hand. 
Slipadichtomy-chronic woman’s disease 
This is where the dinks hang out. 

I choked Linda Lovelace. 
Your crank is a dangling participle. 

In my haste or, I should say, in my pain, I had forgotten 
to pick up my suitcase. So, mission accomplished, I went 
back out into the lobby to locate my bag. The young 
terminal punks were sorting through the parcels for the next 
bus out, and dropkicking the “‘handle with care’’ ones into 
the side of the bus. 

My suitcase was right by the loading dock, soI picked it 
up and was heading for the exit, when this drunk came up to 
me — the front of his pants all stained with urine — and hits 
me up for a quarter. I recoiled at the rank smell of his breath. 

“Can you help me out, Skipper. I’ve gotta call a cab to 
take me to a job interview.” 
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PORNOLOGICAL 
INVESTIGATIONS 


I hadn’t bought prophylactics since my early high school 
days, when it was rumored that if you went into this certain 
gas station, held up three fingers and said, ‘“‘Give me a pack 
of matches,’ the guy would sell you a rubber. Strangely 
enough, some fifteen years hadn’t given me any more 
confidence at the pharmacy counter than I had back then. 

About all I remembered was that Trojans came in a red 
package, and was the kind my Dad kept in the back of his top 
dresser drawer, next to his canceled checks. In high school, I 
had traded three bottles of Special Export for a lubricated 
one in a little blue, transparent container. It had always 
reminded me of a flatworm in formaldehyde, it looked so 
alive; or, I should say, looked like it had been alive at one 
time. I never used it, and finally broke the container open 
out of sheer curiosity. I was the only kid who had one like it, 
though. 

My first mistake was to walk up to the druggist’s 
window and ask rather naively, if he sold condoms. He 
looked at me in a peculiar way, and then said very cordially: 
“Take your pick.” 
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To the immediate right of the pharmacy window were 
about thirty different brands of every imaginable kind of 
rubber. Dry, wet, plain end, receptacle-tipped, ribbed, 
textured, corrugated, tickler, hammerhead, scented, colored, 
lambskin, monogrammed, autograph series, Olympic 
models, etc. In awe, I examined the selection, noting the 
special features, claims, and guarantees of each style. I 
couldn’t decide, and was just waiting for the druggest to say: 
“Well, what do you want to do, try some on?” when I 
excused myself with, “‘I’ll, uh, have to come back later, I’ve 
forgotten my checkbook.”’ 

I left the drugstore and decided to browse around in my 
friendly neighborhood porno shop. I must have made some 
sort of unconscious, subliminal connection between buying 
rubbers and dirty books. I suppose if there’s one common 
denominator for all things sexual, it is that they’re all dirty 
and immoral, right? One thing for certain about all porno 
shops: they all look the same. White meat-wrapping paper 
taped over the front window, asign on the door saying ‘‘“You 
must be over eighteen to enter’’ (people under eighteen don’t 
know anything about sex, so would surely be traumatized), 
and a guy behind the counter who you wouldn’t even trust to 
light your cigarette. Families are a rarity inside porno 
bookstores. No one talks ina porno shop either, unless it’s to 
ask for change for the twenty-five cent movies in back. 
Imagine how silly it would sound to be asked, ‘“‘Can I help 
you with anything, or are you just looking?’’ 

You can’t charge things at a porno shop either, and 
nobody says, ‘‘have a nice day” when you leave. 

The first row of magazines is all nudist books, beaver 
books and crime prono. Aisle two is lesbians, blow jobs, and 
nymphos. Aisle three is cum, gang bangs, SM, anal love and 
gays. Paperback novels like ‘“Teen Sexetaries’’ and ‘‘Cock 
Lust’ are against one wall, next to the8mm movies. Sex toys 
are in a glass cabinet. I’ve heard that in some shops you can 
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get the real thing upstairs. 

I’ve always thought that if I were ever apprehended for 
going into a pornographic bookstore or an X-rated film, my 
line would be that I was doing a paper for my sociology 
class. ‘‘Pornological Investigations’ or some such b.s. Back 
in 1966, when I saw my first porno film, they were still 
calling them “‘Skin-flicks.”” A typical scene was of a guy 
window-peeking on a woman who was fondling herself in 
front of the mirror and groaning. The films were in black 
and white, tried to have a plot, and never showed pubic hair 
or actual penetration. When Playboy stopped air-brushing 
out the pubes, things began to change. 

Then came this form that you had to sign at the ticket 
window, swearing you were at least eighteen and were not 
offended by frank sexual expression. I always signed Henry 
Miller’s name. Up on the glamorous silver screen, women 
began folding back their petals, and sticking their cunts into 
the camera like liverwurst sandwiches. Color film now, but 
like a comic book left out in the rain. Someone told me that 
at that time they used heroin addicts for the movies and paid 
them in junk. 

Then came dialogue. 

“Boy, I sure would like to get some cunt tonight.” 

“Me too.” 

“Know where we can get some fucking pussy around 
here?”’ 

For a brief time, there was an attempt at sophistication, 
namely, ‘‘the illustrated sex manual” or the sex counselor 
gimmick. These were just as boring and silly. Better color, 
though. 

There seemed to be a rather natural progression from 
sex manual films to ordeals of sex mechanics. She sucks his 
cock for forty minutes, but he doesn’t come. Then he eats 
her. She has five convulsive, frenzied orgasms in arow! Then 
he rams it in and pumps her like mad for another forty 
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minutes. A superimposed sound track in the background 
makes sloshing sounds, and voices say, ‘‘Oh, yeah, fuck me 
hard, you big bastard. Fuck my beautiful, tight cunt. Oh, 
yeah, give me your big, stiff prick.’’ Then the climax. After 
bouncing his balls up and down, and banging on her for 
nearly an hour, he pulls out his dick and dribbles three little 
drops of pasty cum on her belly. She rubs it around with her 
hand, licks one finger, and they kiss for the first time. 
Classic! 
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THE VERDICT IS GUILT 


“On the eighteenth day of December, Mr. Hammond, were 
you not in fact, seen boarding an 18D bus heading south on 
Nicollet Avenue?” 

“Yes, your Honor, that’s correct.” 

“And did you not, on that same bus, witness what you 
have described in your own words to have been a transaction 
between two men and two women?” 

“Yes, did.” 

“Did they perform any overt gestures or behaviors not 
appropriate, in your opinion, Mr. Hammond, to, shall we 
say, public decorum?”’ 

“Yes, they did, your Honor.” 

“And that was... ?” 

“Well, they seemed to be discussing a sort of plan or 
something, giggling a lot, as I have said, and then the one 
nearest the window leaned over the fellow closest to the aisle 
and offered the two women something.” 

“Mr. Hammond, in language befitting this courtroom, 
can you tell us whether in fact, this ‘leaning over’ as you have 
described it, was in any manner suggestive or risque?” 

“Yes, your Honor, I would say it was. There was a 
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physicalness about it that seemed to be enjoyable to both 


men 

“Thank you, Mr. Hammond.” 

“Now as to these two women, have you not implied that 
they appeared to be prostitutes? And, are you willing to here 
testify having made this allegation to your attorney?” 

“Yes, your Honor. I did make that allegation.”’ 

“Can you give the court, Mr. Hammond, an example of 
the sort of evidence upon which your allegation was made.” 

“Nothing very substantial, your Honor. The fact that 
they were unaccompanied, and just that neighborhood has 
the reputation of being . . . and their hairstyles . . .” 

“Can you be more specific, Mr. Hammond. What was it 
about their hairstyles.”’ 

“Well, their hair had been straightened, your Honor.”’ 

“Oh, I see. Thank you, Mr. Hammond.” 

“Cross examiner, any further questions?” 

“Thank you, your Honor.” 

“Ts your true and correct name Brian R. Hammond?” 

aes CS. Sik. 

“And what does the ‘R’ stand for, Mr. Hammond Will 
you tell the court, please?”’ 

“Raskolnikov, your Honor.” 

‘And you have sworn, have you not, to tell the whole 
truth and nothing but the truth, so help you God?” 

“Yes, that’s correct.”’ 

“Now, Mr. Hammond, you have alleged that these two 
women were unaccompanied, and that because of that fact 
you were led to suspect that prostitution was involved. Is 
that not true?” 

“Yes, did.” 

“Ts that not true, Mr. Hammond?”’ 

“I’m sorry. Is it not true, you mean is it false?’’ 

“I’m sorry, your Honor, I’ve confused the defendant.” 

“But didn’t you in fact tell me before this hearing that 
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three rows behind the two women was a man whom you 
suspected of being involved with not only the two women 
but the two men as well? And that he was probably their 
pimp, if the court will pardon that term?”’ 

“Yes, I did say that.”’ 

“What led you to suspect this about the man?” 

“Well, I happened to turn my head to the side, and saw 
this guy arranging a sizable number of ten and twenty dollar 
bills in such a way so as to position them around his ankle.” 

“He wrapped the bills around his ankle and what... 
Mr. Hammond?” 

‘He pulled his sock up and then fastened a garter 
around the top.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Hammond. I'd like to digress here a 
moment, with the court’s indulgence. Your Honor?”’ 

“You may proceed.”’ 

“Mr. Hammond, will you tell the court why you were 
riding the bus on Nicollet Avenue on the eighteenth of 
December?” 

“T don’t own a car, your Honor.” 

“You had a destination in mind when you boarded the 
bus, did you not?”’ 

“Yes, I was on my way to, um, ah, donate blood, your 
Honor.” 

“Mr. Hammond, I know of no place in Minneapolis 
that is open for blood donations at nine-fifteen at night.” 

“Oh, lots of hospitals have stations that are open 
twenty-four hours.”’ 

“Mr. Hammond, will you please tell this court the real 
reason you boarded that bus on the night of December the 
eighteenth. Was it not, Mr. Hammond, to attend a 
pornographic film at a particular X-rated movie theater 
located on Nicollet and Lake?”’ 

“Well, I wasn’t going to stay for both features.’’ 

‘‘Mr. Hammond, on the evening of December 
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eighteenth, you had no intention of donating blood, did 
your You were in fact going to a ‘porno film,’ weren’t you, 
Mr. Hammond?”’ 

“Yes, your Honor, I was.’’ 

“Your Honor, I ask the court to remain tolerant of some 
rather frank inferences which I shall attempt to make from 
the foregoing testimony.” 

“Proceed.” 

‘““‘Mr. Hammond, we're all adults here in this 
courtroom, and may I emphasize that your low morals are in 
no way being judged by this court. Now, Mr. Hammond, do 
you not go to these pornographic films for the sole purpose 
of becoming sexually aroused?”’ 

“Yes, your Honor, sir.” 

“And do you not reach such a state of sexual arousal, 
that upon returning to your apartment, you go directly to 
the bedroom and openly engage in onanism?” 

‘“‘T’m sorry, your Honor, but I don’t know that 
‘animism’ means.” 

“ONANISM, Mr. Hammond, masturbation! Are you 
aware, Mr. Hammond, that in many states sodomy is illegal 
and punishable by law?” 

‘Sodomy? Your Honor, I really don’t think that my 
sexual habits are revelant, ah, relevant to this hearing.”’ 

“Yes, would the counsel please demonstrate the revel... 
relevance of the accusations to the issues at hand, to the um, 
ah, case in question.”’ 

“Counsel may proceed.” 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Hammond. I am not trying to imply 
that your sexual problems are the issue here, nor am I trying 
to sodomize the law, so to speak. Please strike that from the 
record. The point is this: You have alleged to this court, Mr. 
Hammond, that you witnessed a transaction between two 
males and two prostitutes—a transaction carried on in full 
view of a crowded busload of people. A transaction which 
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was both carried out in a risque manner and implicating a 
third constituent as well (the pimp, your Honor). These are 
very serious allegations.”’ 

“I’m aware of that fact, your Honor.” 

‘Now, Mr. Hammond, would you say that there’s a sort 
of excitement or arousal in just riding the bus toa 
pornographic film? I mean, a kind of perverse sexual ‘kick’ 
in doing the forbidden—in anticipating what you're going 
to see up there on that movie screen? And does this semi- 
aroused state not prejudice your view of things going on 
around you to the degree that even ordinary happenings 
might seem sexually suggestive or perhaps symbolic? Mr. 
Hammond?” 

‘Well, your Honor, to some extent, I suppose.” 

‘Might this have been, in fact, the ‘frame of mind’ from 
which you perceived this transaction alleged to have taken 
place between the aforementioned?”’ 

“T suppose it could have been, your Honor.”’ 

“Mr. Hammond, you have told the court that one of the 
two men, while leaning indiscreetly over the other, offered 
something to the woman directly across the aisle. Is that not 
correct?” 

WES SIPC 

‘“‘In what manner was this offer received, Mr. 
Hammond? Remember, you are sworn under oath.” 

“Yes, your Honor. The two women accepted. In fact, 
they laughed about it. They looked at each other, almost as if 
laughing at the two guys, then took it into their hands.” 

“Into their hands, Mr. Hammond? Please remember 
this is a court of law!”’ 

“Yes, they held them in their hands, looked them over, 
and then put them into their mouths.”’ 

“Into their what, Mr. Hammond?”’ 

“Well, sort of in and out of their mouths, you might 
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say. 
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“In and out of their mouths?”’ 

“Mr. Hammond, would you tell the court discreetly as 
possible, what in fact, the two women whom you have 
alleged were prostitutes, took in and out of their mouths, 
having been offered them by two males.” 

“Tootsie Pops, your Honor. Orange and grape Tootsie 
Pops.” 

“No further questions.” 
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THE ACOUSTICS ARE GREAT, 
BUT 1 DONC PD -Elkietate 
SOUND 


The weather was still nice enough to walk from my 
apartment on Harmon Place to Orchestra Hall. It’s only two 
blocks. This was the second concert of the Minneapolis 
Symphony Orchestra’s fall season, so attendance was large. 
It was a windy night, however, andI had to hold my hat on. I 
have this place right above my forehead where the hair 
doesn’t behave unless I wash it, blow dry it, rewet it, towel 
dry it, and then brush it into place while still slightly damp. 
The hat adds the crowning touch. 

I felt good though. The fall and the new orchestra 
season were exciting, and the cool night reminded me of San 
Francisco. I really liked Susan too, but was becoming 
convinced that she didn’t really know as much about 
‘classical’? music as she professed. She could name a few 
works by Mahler and Mozart, but that was the extent. I had 
always considered myself somewhat prodigious musically, 
having transcribed the entire Surprise Symphony for the 
kazoo in the sixth grade. 

I’m afraid I wouldn’t make a very good symphony 
critic, however, because for me, orchestral music just doesn’t 
have that driving rhythm and beat. It doesn’t cook. It’s like 
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making love standing up, pleasant enough in its own right, 
but lacking that thumping bass. I also find it very difficult to 
watch individual musicians when sixty other instruments 
are all playing at the same time. You feel sort of obligated to 
watch the conductor as well, although I think it’s a dying 
profession. You'd think that the other orchestra members 
would insist that he at least play tambourine or help carry 
the equipment. 

Have you ever noticed that the harpists are always 
peroxided blondes? 

I do appreciate natural acoustics, but being a child of 
stereophonic sound and electronic technology, I don’t like 
to relinquish my power over the volume and tone controls. If 
I had my way, the violins would get the high-filter switch, 
and the bass, the loudness boost. Perhaps closed circuit TV 
and instant replay could remedy the problem of all those 
people on one stage trying to play at the same time. 

When we finally arrived at Orchestra Hall, it was as they 
say about high cultural events, ‘‘a gala affair.’’ Our seats 
were in row four, left of center stage, or I should say, two 
weeks ago at the opening they were. Well, it just so 
happened that for this particular concert they had been 
removed, to make additional space for the Bach Chorale. 


71 


CHOKING ON YOUR LIFE 


I often have tea in the late afternoon, after a short nap. The 
apartment is usually quiet at this time, although the traffic 
on Harmon Place begins to pick up with commuters 
heading out of the city toward their western suburban 
homes. I was looking over a calendar of upcoming events at 
my desk, enjoying my tea, when I heard the metal security 
door in the hallway slam shut and the clicking of bicycle 
tires right outside my door. Tenants move in and out of the 
Kenosha building so rapidly that I lose track of who my 
neighbors are. At present, I knew some college-age girls had 
moved in across the hall from me. I had seen them a couple 
of times on the stairs, but wasn’t sure if there were two or 
three of them renting the apartment. 

As I was saying, I heard the security door slam, the 
clicking of bicycle wheels, the sound of a key in a lock and 
the rattle of the smoked glass in the apartment door. I 
expected to hear nothing more, but my ears were drawn toa 
choking sound. It was as if someone were forcing a food 
particle that had lodged in the windpipe back into their 
mouth. No, it was a voice, a human voice, gradually 
increasing in pitch and volume. Then I shivered, for the 


72 


sound suddenly erupted into the most anguished and 
pathetic moan I think I’ve ever heard. In a gushing of sobs, 
frustration, and rage, the voice screeched, ‘I can’t stand it 
anymore!”’ 

Then louder. “I can’t stand it anymore! God help me, 
please.” 

Then a piercing scream and an hysterical outpour of 
weeping and coughing. 

“J JUST CAN’T STAND IT ANYMORE, OH, GOD! 
PLEASE HELP ME!” 
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EXTRA-TERRESTRIAL LIFE 


And then suddenly a great stillness fell upon Harmon P lace. 
It was a stillness unlike any other stillness before. I thought 
at first it was that quiet before a storm, the silence that they 
say comes right before a tornado. But surely the TV or the 
radio would have warned us: We can trust our 
meteorologists. The sirens would be wailing too, if a terrible 
storm were approaching. 

I remember back in elementary school when the entire 
class was let out early in the afternoon, and we were 
instructed to run home as fast as we could. The sky was black 
as midnight, and when I got home my mother said they had 
spotted a funnel cloud out by the airport. I was so upset that 
only after being read to for an hour and a half was I able to 
calm down. 

There was another time, too, that comes to mind. Now 
that I think back to it, however, it didn’t really happen, but 
had been a vivid dream. It was a portentous dream, one I’11 
never forget, in which I saw strange, colored hieroglyphics 
and patterns in the night sky. They seemed to prophesize 


calamitous, world-shattering events—perhaps the end of 
time. 
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It was ten-thirty a.m. of what had been a beautifully 
crisp and bright autumn morning only an hour earlier. But 
with the sudden stillness had come the darkness, and now 
the street lights came on. Something was definitely out of 
whack. The silence was broken by what sounded like the 
scream of a Jimi Hendrix guitar solo. Often I heard the 
modulating strains of a car radio passing below my 
apartment window, but Harmon Place was completely 
deserted. 

The next thing I knew, I could no longer hear. As 
though a switch had been flicked, the ringing in my ears 
stopped. My head felt light and dizzy, sort of hollowed out, 
like an anaesthetic starting to take effect. 

I had had the day off from work, had slept ina little later 
than usual, and then had gone down to see if the mail had 
arrived. That’s when it suddenly went black and still. I 
stepped out onto the landing and peered up into the sky, 
then right and left, up and down Harmon Place. It was so 
dark that I couldn’t see athing. No Downtown Chevy Town 
display room across the street, no Walker Auto Body Shop 
kitty corner. My feet were secured to the ground, but it was 
an invisible solidity. 

Then contact, of some sort. (I’m having a hard time 
describing this whole affair. It’s almost as if something or 
someone doesn’t want me to reveal it.) The contact was a 
vestibular sensation of standing at the edge of a plummeting 
precipice, even of leaning precariously over the edge. I 
mean, by the laws of physics! should have fallen, butI didn’t 
fall. It was a feeling of dizzy suspension. 

Something had reached out of that darkness and rippled 
the stillness that had fallen upon Harmon Place. The 
ripples were like squeezing one more brushful of blue into 
the red until suddenly it was purple. Nothing really turned 
purple, but the world sort of turned inside out, or maybe I 
had just died or been reborn—I can only vaguely remember 
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it all. 

“Is your name Brian Hammond?”’I know something or 
someone asked me this question. Not with words or in a 
sentence, but with contact. It could have been the pressure of 
a surgical probe upon the very cortex of the brain. Or 
perhaps it was a laser sent in to mingle with the 
electrochemical messages of the neurons. But whatever it 
was, I responded quite automatically with, “Yes, that’s my 
name.” 

And then another contact. ““You need not fear. We do 
not intend to harm you. Just answer our questions, and 
before you know it you'll find you’ve gotten a Dayton’s bill, 
an advertisement for a series of Time-Life books on the 
Great Naval Battles of theSecond World War, anda postcard 
from your friend on vacation in northern Minnesota. You'll 
have no memory of this whatsoever.”’ 

‘“‘Now, Mr. Hammond, just answer these few questions 
if you please. How many planets are in your solar system? 
We know that you had a class in astronomy at the University 
of Minnesota from Professor Luyten so this should be an 
easy one.” 

“Oh, boy, you know you forget even simple things like 
that once you’re out of school. Um—I’m quite sure it’s 
nine.” 

“There is no life on any of those planets other than your 
Earth, is there Mr. Hammond?”’ 

“No, not for certain. I mean it hasn’t been proven by 
science.”’ 

This is one of the clearest of my recollections of this 
whole bizarre affair. I would swear on a stack of Bibles, that 
my answer to that question was followed by hilarious and 
convulsive laughter from out of the darkness. 

‘Just two more questions, please. Can you describe to 
us how an automobile works, Mr. Hammond? Not that we 
don’t already know, you understand, but we'd just like to 
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hear you describe it.”’ 

“Shit, you guys are trying to make fun of me now. You 
know I don’t know the first thing about cars and engines.” 

“Please, Mr. Hammond, we intend no harm. This will 
go no further than right here, the steps of your apartment 
building. Just describe it in your own words.”’ 

“Well, the ignition system sets off a spark that explodes 
the mixture of gas and air that the carburetor mixes and 
causes the cylinders to turn the drive shaft which turns the 
wheels. Go ahead and laugh, but that’s the best I can do.”’ 

“That's good enough, Mr. Hammond. You're a good 
sport about this, really! Just one more thing. We want to ask 
you a little favor. Could you, by any chance, get us a CB 
radio?”’ 

After that I think I must have been drugged, for my 
memory here yields little more than a blur. Then came the 
whirling again, like wheels appearing to spin backward, 
followed by a mild jarring sensation, as I once again beheld 
the crisp, autumn morning on Harmon Place. The mailman 
was coming down the sidewalk. 

Later in the day, I ran into the caretaker who said that 
all the geraniums on the front landing had mysteriously 
died, and we hadn’t even had the first frost. 
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A STATEMENT ON BANKING 
AND TRUST 


Not every day is so full of excitement on Harmon Place. In 
fact, most days I just go about my routines as usual— 
cleaning the little green gobs of toothpaste out of the 
bathroom sink, sweeping up a few dead leaves from my 
Russian mint plant, or making a note that I’m out of paper 
clips or postage stamps. 

Well, one morning after having consumed four or five 
cups of coffee, I set out on the bold venture of balancing my 
checkbook, having just received my monthlybankstatement. 
With my nervous system crackling in the early morning air I 
radiated enough artificial energy to take on the whole 
Northwestern National Bank. My statement showed a 
number of overdrafts for which my Ready Reserve account 
had had to kick over two loans. This didn’t make sense to 
me, but didn’t seem too unusual since things seldom do 
when it comes to balancing my checkbook. Evidently what 
had happened was this: 

It was Friday afternoon, the thirteenth of March, at 
approximately ] p.m. when I ambled into the main branch 
of my bank and slapped my paycheck on the counter at 
window number nine. 
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“I'd like to deposit this in my checking account. And 
can I make a Ready Reserve transaction here?” I asked. 

“Sure,” the attractive, young blonde-haired teller 
person said. 

Her voice was so reassuring that I said to myself, “Now 
this is someone with whom I can really trust my money.” 

“T'd like to have forty dollars of that deposit credited to 
my Ready Reserve account please.” 

“Okay,” the teller said smiling. ‘““We can take care of 
that for you.’’ She handed me the yellow deposit slip. 

“There you go. Have a nice day now.” 

Evidently, my attractive, young, blonde-haired teller 
person with the reassuring voice of someone I certainly 
could trust, credited the entire check of two hundred twenty- 
five dollars toward my Ready Reserve account. Not knowing 
this had happened, I subtracted the forty-dollar Ready 
Reserve payment from the two hundred twenty-five dollar 
deposit and arrived at a one hundred eighty-five dollar 
checking account balance. I then proceeded to pay my 
monthly bills, writing checks that totaled this same amount, 
leaving my checking account with a balance of $0.00. 
Meanwhile, all the checks I had written bounced. To 
complicate matters a little more, the following day the 
computer automatically withdrew another forty dollars 
from my already bankrupt account for the Ready Reserve 
payment. 

So, asI was saying, one morning after having consumed 
four or five cups of coffee, I set out to balance my checkbook, 
having just received my monthly bank statement. The 
statement was so full of skewed transactions that after an 
hour of computation and subtractions like 

$176.17 
- 98.79 


79 


where you get so tired of carrying ones you could scream, I 
decided to call the credit department. If that failed to get 
results, I planned to sabotage the bank’s computer. 

The credit department said I'd have to talk to the people 
in Ready Reserve, but that they could transfer me if 1 would 
hold. I held, was transferred, and was told by the people in 
Ready Reserve that I’d have to come down to the bank with 
my statement and talk to one of the bank officers. I 
considered preparing myself by taking a night school course 
in matrix algebra, but then decided it was really the bank’s 
responsibility to clear this whole thing up, not mine. 

I met with the bank officer who impressed upon me the 
necessity of reaffirming my trust in tellerperson number 
nine. ‘Like getting back on the horse that’s just thrown 
you”’ is the way he put it. Having called the teller into his 
office, he asked if he could facilitate us through a series of 
Gestalt exercises aimed at re-establishing the shattered bond 
of trust. 

We both agreed and proceeded to push his desk and 
filing cabinets back against the wall. We were then 
instructed to take off our shoes and sit facing each other. 

“Now, can you tell me Mr. Hammond, what you see in 
teller number nine’s face?”’ the bank officer asked in a soft, 
therapeutic voice. 

PWelloae “lbégan 

“Tell it to her,’’ he interrupted, ‘‘not to me, Mr. 
Hammond.” 

“Well,” I continued, “I see eye makeup, blonde hair, 
anda 3 

Teller number nine smiled nervously. 

“And now she’s smiling,’ I quickly added. 

“Good! Good! Okay. I think you’ve got the idea now. 
Okay. Will you both stand up, and we'll try something a 
little different. Anyone nervous? Just relax. Let it happen.”’ 
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The bank officer seemed to be having the time of his life. 
Our next exercise was for me to face away from teller 
number nine, close my eyes and fall trustingly back into her 
outstretched arms. This proved to be less calamitous than I 
envisioned, but I did open my eyes at the last minute and 
found that the bank officer had given her some assistance so 
that I wouldn’t gash my head open on the corner of his filing 
cabinet. I was beginning to feel a little more trusting, but not 
quite to the extent that I’d trust her with my money again. 
Our next experience was a blindfolded walk for which 
teller number nine tied the bank officer’s necktie over my 
eyes and led me around the room. I was to trust that number 
nine wouldn't lead me into the Xerox machine or put my 
fingers in any electrical outlets. This, too, proved 
reassuring, and indeed I was becoming a little more trusting. 
The final experience was to be the clincher—separating 
the men from the boys as they say. The bank officer 
explained that this particular exercise wasn’t from Gestalt 
psychology, but had been incorporated from Zen Buddhism. 
Supposedly, it had been used by Dogen, the thirteenth- 
century monk, to bring his most reticent pupils to full 
enlightenment. The technique consisted of having one’s 
testicles placed in a steel vice. The jaws of the vice were then 
tightened and locked securely, but not damagingly so. Next, 
the office room was set fire to and a steel- bladed hack saw left 
within reach. The enviced was then given the choice of 
trusting that he would be rescued before the flames 
consumed him, or of rescuing himself with the hack saw. 
My checking account is now properly balanced. 
Tellerperson number nine and I have a very deep and 
trusting relationship, and the bank officer is studying how 
graphology and automatic handwriting can be employed to 
cure people of writing bad checks. 
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A, GAST2 RARE W risk 


I often walk by the Calder mobile on the lawn of the Walker 
Art Center, and watch it change from red to yellow to blue as 
it turns in the breeze. At night, three floodlights embedded in 
the grass surrounding the sculpture shine hazy streams of 
light up into its metallic branches. In the winter, it fans the 
falling snow like flakes of oatmeal being mixed into cookie 
batter. I have often wondered if the reason people pay so 
much money for art pieces is that they want just once to be 
allowed to touch them. 

I thought Calder would be the last person to apices to 
my touching his mobile, which I did one night while on my 
way back to Harmon Place. The next morning, November 
11, 1976, Alexander Calder was dead. 
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MEMOIRS OF A PARKING LOT 
ATTENDANT 


By ten o'clock in the morning, three blasting space heaters 
had warmed up my shack only to about thirty-five degrees 
above zero. Outside it was twenty-eight below, with a 
windchill of sixty below. 

That’s about as much as I care to go into winter at the 
parking lot. 

When I started this job almost four years ago, I had no 
idea that I was going to stretch it out into a life’s work. I 
suppose there are those of us who are called to such 
professions, although I don’t exactly equate my occupation 
with the essence of my inner being. But it does seem strange 
that I should earn my living in connection with some of the 
things I hate the most—namely, cars, driving, mechanical 
problems of any sort, talk about what you’ve got under the 
hood, and the foul smell of a catalytic converter. 

After 1957, all cars began to look alike to me, and it has 
taken considerable research and study on my part to attain 
the skill I now possess in identifying the various species and 
phyla of automobilia. Aside from the task of identification, 
the parking lot attendant must also correctly match up car 
and car keys. Because I am able to do this, I have often been 
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called a genius. I don’t mind being hailed in this way, but I'd 
rather get bigger tips. 

I have a little trick that I do with change, too, that often 
impresses people. After four years of having ninety cents 
dropped into your hand, the palm begins to develop a 
special sensitivity to even subtle variations of coinage. If 
someone tries to trick me by substituting a penny for the 
dime in the basic ‘“‘three quarters, a dime and a nickel” 
combination, one flip of the five coins in my hands tells me 
right off that something’s amiss. 

Integrity is especially important to me as a parking lot 
attendant, and I didn’t work myself up to $4.75 an hour by 
screwing around on the job. When asked what I find most 
satisfying about this line of work, I answer without 
hesitation: breaking into a locked car with a clothes hanger. 
Nothing can match the breathless suspense of slipping the 
specially looped end of the wire through the window seal 
and lowering it ever so carefully down upon the little lock 
button. I get an almost criminally orgiastic delight in 
accomplishing this feat. I think back to all the time I spent 
trying to make the high school varsity football team when I 
could have been out there stealing cars! 

There are plenty of frustrations to being a parking lot 
attendant, however, and other than its probably being the 
lowest status job in the county (this parking lot is for 
employees at the Hennepin County Medical Center), it is a 
thankless job. For example, how many nurses screech into 
the lot, nearly smashing over the ‘Sorry, Full” sign, and 
demand that I park them because they’re late for work. They 
expect me not only to be responsible for the care of their cars, 
but for getting them to work on time as well. I've noticed 
that some of these nurses, whom I imagine must have an 
extremely hard time getting to work on time, take orderlies 
or young interns home with them overnight to help 
overcome this difficulty. 
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Another predictable and extremely annoying scene is 
the car that pulls in looking for public parking. I spot right 
away that this isn’t an employee, because I know all the 
employees—that is, I know their cars. So I press the play 
button and a prerecorded voice comes out of my mouth, 
saying (click): “I’m sorry, but this is a private lot for 
employees of the Hennepin County Medical Center (pause). 


The response is inevitable: ‘‘Well that’s where I’m 
going, the Hennepin County Medical Center!”’ 

(Click) “I’m sorry, but this is a private lot just for 
employees at the Hennepin County Medical Center.” 

Some of the harder cases then start in on: “Well this isa 
county parking lot, isn’t it? Well, then, I live in this county 
and I pay my taxes and I’ve got a right to park here same as 
anybody else!”’ 

You know what else really bugs me are all those people 
who are so concerned about me not getting enough sun. I 
choose to sit inside my shack and read or write rather than 
sacrifice my body to the blazing sun of the shadeless, asphalt- 
covered, inner-city, ninety-degree August morning. People 
think I’m weird because of this, but I’ve never been fond of 
having my epidermal covering blistered and scorched like 
that of a broasted chicken. 

It is, at times, a toss up, however. The shack has a metal 
exterior, with approximately nine square feet of floor space, 
and is stuffy, hot and gloomy. Outside there’s no shade, no 
grass, and blowing gravel. So, it’s either stay inside out of the 
direct sunlight and suffocate, or sit outside with an 
occasional gravelly breeze and fry. 

The shack itself doesn’t permit many shenanigans, 
either. There are few options. You can sit cross-legged, stand 
up straight, turn a full circle and talk on the phone. There's 
certainly not enough room for somersaults, handsprings, or 
jogging. Some days I wish there were at least enough room 
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to pace. There’s something about spending six and a half 
hours a day in a space equivalent to that of a phone booth 
that creates a certain intensity to life. 

Other customers are very perplexed over the cap that I 
wear. Since it’s a permanent part of my portraiture from 
September to May, when I do take it off for the summer, 
everyone thinks I’ve just grown a beard or gotten new 
glasses. 

I get comments like: “Oh, I like your new haircut. No, 
that’s not it. You took your hat off! Gee, good for you. I 
hardly recognized you. I bet it’s a lot cooler, isn’t it?”’ 

The thing that really throws them, though, is when 
they can’t find a good excuse or legitimate rationalization 
for me to be a parking lot attendant. 

‘‘Going to school?” I’m asked. 

“No.” 

“Looking for another job?”’ 

“No,” 

“Waiting for something better in the hospital?”’ 

“Noe 

“Well, what do you do all day long? Seems a shame to 
waste all that education parking cars.” 

So] start telling them this is the first and only job I’ve 
ever had that actually allows me time to use my education, 
but they’re not really interested. 

There 1s a poetic side to the parking lot that not 
everyone can understand. From my peaceful bodhi-tree 
shack, I watch the sparrows pick dead insects out of the car 
grills, hear the piercing screams of the patients on the psych 
ward, and witness the billboard changers do their paste-and- 
brush ballet. Or, there is the slow, daily trek of the indigents 
on their way to Brother DePaul’s House of Charity or the 
methadone clinic. 

There are the parking lot classics, too. Like the nurse 
who pulls into the lot, leaves the car running, and locks the 
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door with the keys still in the ignition. Or the guy who stops 
his car in the main aisle, gets out, pees against the side of the 
car, gets back in, and drives off. Once, a fellow was taking a 
shortcut through the lot, mumbling and smiling to himself, 
when suddenly he stopped dead in his tracks, threw his arms 
up over his head and shouted to the heavens: ‘‘Thank you, 
JEsus! Thank you, JEsus!”’ 

A young doctor who has a rotation at the hospital every 
Thursday is very amusing. He’s obviously a fitness fanatic, 
with golf clubs, jogging shoes, racketball outfit, and other 
sports paraphernalia crammed into the back of his car. He 
squeals into the lot, leaps out of the car, throws me the keys 
from halfway across the block and sprints toward the 
hospital, hurdling the divider cables along the alley in 
olympic style. 

I’ve pulled a few boners myself. For example, making a 
flippant remark to a customer—who turned out to be one of 
the county commissioners—that I was going to work my 
way up from county medical center parking lot attendant to 
head of brain surgery. Or the time this alluring young 
woman in a short skirt drove in and so flustered me that I 
replied: ‘I’m sorry, but this is a private lot just for exposed 
thighs.”’ 

Much of the time I must appear to bea walking zombie, 
for people actually have the audacity to disturb me—when 
I’m deeply engrossed in a good novel or working on some 
writing or having a delicious fantasy—and want to park 
their car in my lot. Can’t they see that I’m busy? 

I try to make up for times like that by relaying a good 
story I’ve heard on the radio. One winter’s morning after a 
blizzard, a radio commentator told this one: “Do you know 
why they call Minnesota the winterwonderland?”’ 

“Because people wonder why we live here in the 
winter.”’ 

I used that line on just about everyone who came in for 
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the next month. 
Excuse me. I'll have to go now. Somebody just pulled 
into the lot and parked a Winnebago in the main aisle. 
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FRANK AND JOE’ CONEY 
ISLAND 


During Minnesota winters on Harmon Place, it’s not 
uncommon, particularly in January and February, to have 
windchill factors of fifty-five below zero. It’s like cold fire on 
your cheeks, the wind. Your eyelashes freeze, and your 
cuticles crack and bleed. 

If, by chance, the temperature happens to rise to a big 
fifteen above, the contrast is so sharp that people assume it’s 
spring and start acting crazy. Well, this was just such a day, 
and as I walked toward the bus stop to make a transfer, I 
found myself thinking of flying kites and going barefoot. 
When a busload of school children drove by, I knew that it 
was indeed spring, for a strange compulsion came over me to — 
make faces at them. 

It must have also been this midwinter delusion, this 
fifteen-above heat wave, that made me stop by Frank and 
Joe’s Coney Island. Frank and Joe’s is a greasy spoon seating 
about ten patrons. Entering the place, I felt as if I should 
have a tape recorder and some prepared questions for a sort 
of on-the-road-correspondent report. There’s no denying 
Frank and Joe’s Coney Island is indeed, a special feature. 

I figured the coffee was probably safe enough to drink, 
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so I ordered a cup, and even decided to take a chance on some 
apple pie. Anything alive in the pie would be taken care of 
by the coffee (the coffee being strong enough to stand on its 
own two feet) and with the grace of God, the empty cup 
would reveal only the spirit of Zen. (Note the ecumenical 
metaphor. ) 

The waitress at Frank and Joe’s was overweight and 
rather badly complexioned, but obviously quite a hit with 
the regulars. Her suitor, the short-order cook from the grill 
down the street, smoked Winston Longs with a shaky hand. 
Their conversation centered on the possibility of juggling 
shifts for Friday night, so as to get to Mousey’s before closing 
time for a few drinks and whatever. They looked to bea nice 
couple, really, and I wondered if they went right over to 
Mousey’s in their cooking ‘“‘whites,”’ or changed clothes first. 

Mousey’s is an infamous bar replete with hookers, 
hustlers, fights, and knifings. Next door is the Romp and 
Stomp (a massage parlor), neighbored by apawn shop anda 
temporary labor pool for the unemployed. What I imagine 
takes place nine times out of ten, although I’ve never 
actually counted, is this: Some guy works an eight-hour shift 
on a temporary assembly job through the labor pool, heads 
for Mousey’s with twenty-two bucks in his pocket, drinks up 
half his money, goes next door for a little “‘romping and 
stomping,” spends the rest of his money on a fifteen-dollar 
coconut oil bath and massage deluxe, but finds out that the 
“deluxe” is another twenty dollars, leaves drunk and pissed 
off, coathangers a car window, rips off a camera or a tape 
deck, pawns it and heads back to Mousey’s to drink away the 
rest of his frustration. A day and a half later, the hangover 
nearly squelched, it’s back to the labor pool to earn some 
more bucks. 

A neat little lesson in ecology. 

The pie wasn’t really all that bad, and I felt no 
immediate ill effects. I think the fact that it was served ona 
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real plate (the kind that breaks if dropped)—rather than 
packaged within a sealed cellophane pouch encased in a 
styrofoam box and automated, IBM encoded cardboard— 
somehow enhanced the flavor. 

Still able to walk, I left Frank and Joe’s. Outside, Mike 
Freedom was passing out pamphlets entitled, “I too, used to 
be a Robot.”’ He has on his beanie cap witha propeller anda 
sandwich placard vest with warnings of apocalypse and 
senescence. His Schwinn is parked in the street at a meter, for 
with the extra baskets filled with handouts and empty pop 
bottles, and the rear training wheels, the bike is nearly the 
size of an automobile. I imagine myself to be like him when 
I’m fifty-five. 

At the bus stop, a young man in some kind of brownish- 
gray service uniform kisses an enormously fat woman 
dressed only in aslip, bathrobe, and overshoes. She pinches 
him in the ass and says, ‘““Now don’t try to start anything you 
can’t finish.” 

“That's my trouble,” laughed the man, “‘T always finish 
everything I start.’’ He twitched his leg, raised his shoulder, 
and did a little Elvis Presley thing with the left corner of his 
mouth that seemed to say: “You don’t think I’m telling you 
the truth?”’ 

A plot went through my mind, that this guy was a 
military man on leave, and had picked up this woman 
(probably at Mousey’s) partly because she reminded him of 
his own mother (and was quite likely the same age), and 
partly because he liked to go about things in a “‘big way.”’ 

“You know what I need?’’ he whispered to the fat 
woman. 

“T can guess!”’ she laughed. 

«no, I need some new shoes. I went to this one place, 
but all they got is kid-sized shoes. I need some man-sized 
shoes. I mean I’m man-sized all over. I got man-sized hands, 
and man-sized fingers, too. And I’ve even got a man-sized 
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tongue.” 

The fat woman let out a screech, as he bent down and 
licked the inside of her ear. 

“And I got one hell of a man-sized.. .” 

‘“‘Mouth!’’ the woman interrupted, laughing 
uproariously. 

Just then my bus pulled up. 
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REVELATION ON HARMON 
PLACE 


When my mother first learned of my intention to rent an 
apartment on Harmon Place, in the midst of downtown 
Minneapolis in an area with a reputation for prostitution, 
homosexuality, pornography, dereliction and homicide, she 
was nearly beside herself. I wrote her a letter explaining that 
my apartment was less than a block away from Billy 
Graham’s Minneapolis headquarters. She was immediately 
consoled, knowing that her son was under the protective 
wing of God’s secretary-tresurer. For her, it was as if God 
Himself had a branch office on Harmon Place. 

I read recently, that Billy’s been prodded into revealing 
more than just the word of God. Not only is his 
multimillion dollar Billy Graham Evangelistic Association 
being scrutinized by the Minnesota Commerce Department 
and the Better Business Bureau, concerning a “‘gift-annuity 
plan” and shielded assets totaling $22.9 million but local 
tennis players in Loring Park think it is downright unfair of 
him to use divine intervention to get a court. Shouldn’t he 
have to hang up his racket, just like everyone else? 

One might say the streets of Harmon are quite literally 
“paved with gold,” with the millions of dollars flowing into 
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Graham’s Minneapolis office from Crusade contributions. 
Then with the boarding up of Don Peterson’s Downtown 
Chevytown’s main display room and the locking of the 
doors to the pink Poodle Massage Parlor, I wouldn’t be 
surprised to see Loring Park transfigured into the Lake of 
Fire. Harmon’s already been closed at Hennepin to begin 
construction on the twelve gates with the twelve jewels of the 
apostles. Downtowners are being warned daily of the seven 
torches of fire, the scroll of the seven seals, the seven angels of 
the seven seals, the seven trumpets of the seven angels of the 
seven seals, and of course the seven plagues. 

Is Harmon Place about to be resurrected? It is indeed 
having a conversion experience. 
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THE CLOSING OF HARMON 
PLACE 


Things had just gotten too weird on Harmon Place. The 
wide open spaces of urban tenements were being staked out 
and the rich top soil was blowing right into the bulging 
pockets of the private developers. As the steam-gilled, fork- 
toothed, stegosauric trail blazers gouged and stampeded 
across the land, they trampled whatever lay in their path. 

The settlers had circled the wagons, but were defenseless 
against the snorting, rubber-treaded beasts. This pre-fab 
formula, specialty shopping mall-mold mentality had 
blighted the land, jumping claims right and left. Local 
homesteaders had been ferreted out of their encampments 
again and again, bowing to Red Barn and Burger King 
chains, Dinkydales, highrise developments, condos, and 
greenways. The corner neighborhood joint had been 
transmogrified into an eating and drinking emporium. 
Mortuaries were resurrected as restaurants—with grave 
prices indeed, while the Walker Auto Supply is now a 
designer court. Dives that had formerly smelled of flat beer 
and stale tobacco, now reeked of ambience. 

I had been sent ahead to scout new territory, as I 
understood it, and report back my findings. Actually I felt 
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more like a pocket gopher who had poked his head out of his 
burrow and come face to face with the apocalypse. 

With the Scientologists and Pentecostalists at one end 
of the street and the pornographers and skin-traders at the 
other, a real battle between the spirit and the flesh had 
ensued. 

Harmon Place was closed down. You got as far as 
fifteenth and ran right into the community college. I 
pondered if this symbolized education as a dead end street, 
then tried to retrace my steps, searching for a passage or an 
outlet. I seemed to be trapped in an existential cul de sac. 
Perhaps when you're at the end of the road and up against 
the wall, the only exit is into life. 
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THE END 
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IN 5 


An Urban Homesteader’s Journal $4.95 


Keep Harmon Open is a Story about the clash between 
urban renovators and the culture of the streets. Caught 
between the purveyors of the skin trade and the Bible 
pushing enterprises, the author bears witness to the battle of 
spirit and the flesh. Tried by his own conscience and 
tempted by his visions, he sketches the theater of the streets 
from his bathroom window. His neighbors are hookers, 
pimps, winos and con artists. The massage parlors, day 
labor pools, alleys, public restrooms, and soup kitchens are 
his neighborhood. The streets are a parade of pimpmobiles 
and sandwichmen, nomadic wine tasters and nature lovers 
who wrap themselves in cardboard and sleep in the inter- 
stices between buildings. 

Follow him down Harmon as he stalks the wild 
cheeseburger. Witness billboards becoming pop art. Testify 
to devilish-dervish dreams, extraterrestrial visitors, visions 
of the apocalypse, money from heaven, and a cosmic battle 
of the bands. Disprove the Whorfian hypothesis in his 
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the feet of a bank officer. Work your way up from County = 
Medical Center parking lot attendant to head of braina 
surgery. 

Keep Harmon Open 1s a search for transcendence: A quest 
for the pivotal chord, the existential cul de sac, a retracing of 
one’s steps in search of the passage through dead end streets. 
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